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Intended audience 


The language used and subject matters discussed in this book would be appropriate for 
teenagers and older. 


Chapter 1 


Eileen followed two steps behind the receptionist en route toward a closed door. She was 
certain this was a terrible idea. 


She plotted to turn around quietly, walk back toward the entrance of the waiting room, go 
instead through that closed door, and quickly downstairs to her parked car; except she did 
not. Fear of what she would face if she continued to follow the receptionist was one thing. 
Fear of the embarrassment over committing a cowardly, capricious act was greater still. She 
was, after all, a creature of inculcated cultural dictates. 


She tried to distract her trepidation by imagining a new punchline to a classic straight line: “It 
could be worse; he could be leading me to a crowded elevator prone to getting stuck between 
floors right after | ate a meal with a spicy bean dish.” 


The receptionist pushed open the door to the inner office, stepped partially in and announced, 
“Your first appointment of the day is here, Doctor.” 


Eileen stepped clumsily past the obstructive receptionist who still held the door open. She 
cleared the threshold but immediately stopped, thereby unwittingly avenging herself on the 
receptionist by delaying his return to his desk in the waiting room. 


“Hello. My name is Doctor Dan Philgrin. Please have a seat.” 
“Well at least there is no couch in the room,” she thought to herself. 


“This being your first visit here, | need to ask you a few questions for my records. Your name 
is Eileen Boda? You are thirty? You have never sought therapy before?” 


The questions continued, each eliciting an expressionless, slight nod of concurrence from 
Eileen. 


“All you are doing is reading the answers | wrote on your overly intrusive questionnaire which 

you haven’t bothered to read yet,” she said to herself as he droned on. “You’re pretending you 
have to verify all my answers. This is just a ploy so that you can cover up for the fact that you 

arrived at the office this morning too late to prepare for our appointment, obviously.” 


Again, the fear of embarrassment -- this time over a potential confrontation -- kept her 
thoughts internalized. If the editor of her small-town, high school yearbook actually knew her, 
the blurb written there about Eileen might have mentioned her remarkable ability to carry on 
conversations inside her own head. 


“What can | do to make you more comfortable? Do you want some water? Your chair is a 
recliner, if you would be more relaxed that way.” 


“Aha. The proverbial shrink’s couch isn’t gone, it morphed into a recliner.” 
Eileen then spoke aloud for the first time, replying simply, “No, thanks.” 
“Perhaps we can start by you telling me your objective in coming here today.” 


Dan reached over to the small table next to his chair to retrieve a pad and pen. He put the 
pad on top of the questionnaire and finally looked at Eileen in more than a mechanical 
manner. Eileen, seated directly opposite Dan, only four feet away, and not knowing how well 
insulated were the walls between the office and waiting room, spoke in a particularly quiet 
voice. 


“| had a couple of dreams. It’s not unusual, of course, for people to have dreams, | know, and 
it’s not like they were nightmares or something like that, which are also common, | know, and, 
actually, ya Know, maybe they weren't so important, after all, and | should give it more time, 
and I’m not asking for prorating the cost of this session but | think it would be better if | leave 


now. 


Dan leaned far forward in his chair making it difficult for Eileen to stand up as she began to 
hoist herself from the deep, pliable cushions of the recliner. Eileen, simultaneously amazed 
and mortified that those words escaped past the stern guards censoring the passage between 
her thoughts and her vocal cords, froze awkwardly in mid extraction. 


“Let me assure you, you will not regret chatting with me this morning. | guarantee you will feel 
better and experience a wonderful sense of liberation by sharing your concerns. No one else 
will ever know and | promise not to be the least bit judgmental. You have nothing to lose but 
whatever burden is weighing on you right now.” 


Dan’s demeanor was disarming, soothing, sincere. Eileen suspected it was an act, something 
he might have been taught in an annual conference for psychotherapists at some ski resort. 
But she needed to trust someone. She slowly relented and sank back into the sumptuous 
cushions. 


It is human nature to choose to believe someone who tells you what you want to hear. Surely, 
that is the first thing taught in an annual conference for aspiring politicians at some ski resort. 


She stared at Dan for a while, taking a measure of him. He sat back -- now that she 
acquiesced -- tall in his chair, dressed professionally in expensive-looking, color-coordinated 
shirt, tie, and pants; not so formal as to evoke the ghost of Sigmund Freud nor so casual as to 
evoke the ghost of Groucho Marx. She noted he was actually quite good looking, now that 
she allowed herself to see him as something other than a threat to her protective armor. 


“Maybe forty-ish? No sign of losing his hair yet. A full head of hair and not being overweight 
can hide a man’s true age better than any diet supplement,” she thought. 


Dan spoke to break the silence, “Perhaps you can tell me who referred you to me. Let’s 
see, ...” 


He brought the questionnaire back on top of his pad and flipped to the last page. 
“You wrote, ‘Judy,’ no last name.” 
“Judy is my cousin.” 


“Is -- or was -- this cousin Judy a patient of mine?” Dan asked, exhibiting a tinge of 
nervousness which surprised Eileen, considering his heretofore, staunch air of confidence. 


“No. She got your name from someone else. | don’t know who that was.” 
Dan dropped that topic and moved on. 


“You mentioned a ‘couple of dreams’ earlier, didn’t you? How long ago were those dreams?” 
Dan asked. 


“A few weeks ago.” 


Dan sequestered the questionnaire back under the pad and wrote her words slowly. It was 
obvious to Eileen he was waiting for her to elaborate of her own volition. She was not in a 
wish-granting mood. 


“Have they been recurring dreams?” 

“No.” 

Dan seemed to push the limits of how slowly a person can write the word “No.” 
“What was it about these dreams which you found disturbing?” 

“They weren't disturbing.” 

Silent scribbling again followed. 


Typically, people relish talking about themselves, their relationships, what they did, where 
they went, whatever might be on their minds. Therapists probably get reminded often during 
annual conferences at ski resorts that their most potent tool is to listen attentively. Eileen was 
obviously not the typical patient. 


She was always a loner. An innately introverted only-child, her propensity to internalize her 
thoughts and feelings intensified as her parents quarreled increasingly, culminating in a bitter 
divorce when Eileen was twelve. 


Many sought Eileen’s companionship because, unlike most people, she would listen without 
interrupting to steer the subject of the conversation to herself. During the past decade, 
however, she did not allow acquaintances to blossom into friends, and certainly not into 
lovers, since full relationships require both parties to share of themselves. Eileen recoiled 
reflexively from an invitation to share her thoughts and feelings with anyone, let alone proffer 
them spontaneously. 


Notwithstanding Eileen’s willingness to listen diligently to an acquaintance, she harbored 
resentment over being used in such one-sided relationships and could muster no respect for 
the bearer of what she too often interpreted to be conceited blabbering. Like a female jaguar 
who requires a suitor to prove himself in strength and aggressiveness, Eileen needed to have 
someone persevere enough to eventually instill in her the willingness to trust -- to trust she 
would not be boring, like her acquaintances bored her with their prattle; to trust she would not 
be disparaged for what she would confide, like she disparaged her acquaintances for their 
petty little secrets; and to trust that what she might say would not be repeated, just as she 
never betrayed others. Overcoming those barriers would be a Herculean labor and no hero 
yet appeared. 


“Even though the dreams were not disturbing, | would like to hear about them. Would you be 
willing to tell me about those dreams?” 


“They weren't disturbing at the time | dreamed them. They became increasingly disturbing 
since then.” 


“All the more, then, | would very much appreciate you telling me about those dreams.” 
“Both dreams were incredibly vivid in every detail. Isn’t that unusual?” 
“Unusual yes, but certainly not without precedent. What was the first dream about?” 


“It was as if | were there -- observing, not dreaming. | keep recalling the dreams, getting lost 
reliving them often: at work, while eating. I’ve been having trouble sleeping -- difficult to clear 
my mind of them enough to fall asleep.” 


“Did it feel to you like these dreams were premonitions, peaks into the future?” 
“Quite the opposite. | observed the past, the recent past.” 


“lam completely fascinated by what you are saying. You have my undivided attention. Please 
describe the first dream.” 


“My mother, Janice -- | call her by her first name now that | am no longer a child -- | live with 
her in her home. Neither Janice nor | make a lot of money and we get along fine, so we share 
expenses. We're housemates more than mother and daughter. No problems with that 
arrangement. 


“A month or so ago, though, after dinner together, we had a fight. That’s too strong of a word, 
I'd call it a tiff. No big deal, although we so rarely get testy with each other that it is rather 
upsetting to me when we do. She had plans for the night, which was good because that let us 
both get over it; ya know, calm down, time passes. 


“| watched from the window as she left the house later that evening, as | sometimes do when 
she leaves. | guess I’m overly protective of her. It’s silly, | know, because if something bad is 
going to happen, it won't likely happen right in front of our house. Maybe it’s just a kind of ‘not 
on my watch’ attitude | have. 


“Anyway, | dreamed that night. The dream started with seeing what | saw as | watched Janice 
leave the house. It wasn’t the typical dream in which people become other people and the 
location changes into other places -- you know, a crazy ride through various, unrelated 
memories. This image was vivid and stable.” 


“A vivid recollection of an upsetting event is not unheard of. Was there something else? 
something which might account for why you keep thinking about that dream?” 


“The dream did not end with Janice leaving for the night.” 
“Alright. Where did the dream go from there?” 


“In my dream, | watched her go outside and wait for her friend, her boyfriend, | guess you'd 
call him, the guy she’s seeing. Whatever.” 


“Do you disapprove of her seeing someone? Is your father alive?” 


“My parents are long-since divorced. My father lives in town, elsewhere. He doesn’t care and 
neither do |. No, actually, | do care. | think it’s great that Janice has a good social life now. | 
am very pleased for her.” 


“In your dream, you saw Janice outside waiting for her friend. Then what?” 


“He walked up to her, they greeted each other with a hug, and they walked down the street 
together toward his house.” 


Eileen felt uncomfortable proceeding further with the retelling of that dream and stopped 
abruptly. 


“Alright,” he said after a long pause while he scribbled more notes. “What about the second 
dream? Was it similar to the first? Were any of the characters the same? you? your mother? 
-- | mean Janice.” 


“No, none.” 
Then she began to open up a little more. 


“I’m a security guard. | guess that goes with my ‘not on my watch’ overly protectiveness 
toward Janice, but never mind that. | work with two other guards on my shift, Amanda and 
Jerry. Our shift is noon to midnight, every other day. 


“They are both good people but they are polar opposites when it comes to their views. They 
argue a lot. They act more like a long-term-married couple than coworkers. Whatever is in the 
day’s newspaper sets them off. 


“One day, a couple of weeks ago, as our shift was about to end, the three of us were in the 
control center together to update the next shift, as usual. Amanda and Jerry had argued on 
and off all day over some recent event in the news. This time, they got to yelling at each other 
just as the next shift was arriving. They never yell at each other. They argue, often 
vehemently, but never yell. | felt terrible and didn’t know what to do. The next shift’s guards 
stepped between them and | left for home. 


“Amanda and Jerry are my shift-mates. | should have been the one to stop them. I’m not 
confrontational. | wimped out.” 


“Have you discussed the incident since then with anyone?” 


“No, and nobody reported anything, apparently, or there would have been some disciplinary 
actions taken, or worse. Amanda and Jerry still argue, but back to the way it used to be. It’s 
as if that incident never happened.” 


“But it still bothers you a lot that you didn’t get involved?” 
“Yes.” 
“And how does this relate to your dream?” 


“The dream? Right. The dream occurred that same night. It began as if | were observing 
again that yelling scene. | saw and heard the other guards getting between Amanda and 
Jerry. Then, as my dream continued, | saw and heard what happened after | left, as if | were 
watching a movie, as if | were a fly on the wall.” 


Eileen fell silent again, scrutinizing Dan’s face for any feedback: comprehension? 
enlightenment? incredulity? 


“What else happened in your dream?” Dan asked, inscrutably. 


“It was as if | followed Amanda when she left the control room. | remember feeling concern for 
her more than for Jerry. She’s more sensitive than he is. | wanted to know she was alright, so 
| asked her; rather, | tried to. But | made no sound in my dream. All | could hear was her 
muttering under her breath. | was not actually in the dream. | could only observe and listen, 
like the person behind the camera on a movie set. 


“| wanted to follow Amanda as she walked to her car. | guess | wanted to also know that she 
didn’t blame me or was angry with me for leaving. | had difficulty keeping up with her. | kept 
meandering instead of following her directly. She got in her car but didn’t start it immediately. 
During that delay, | was able to catch up finally and then it was as if | were in her car with her. 
| heard her radio and looked around to see the road and the interior of the car, but it was 
difficult for me to steady my gaze and direct it where | might want to look. | kept seeing all 
around, randomly. After a short while, as she drove on, | gradually couldn’t see nor hear as 
clearly anymore. | heard her horn blasting, long and loud, and tires screeching to a panic 
stop. | was frightened by the sound. 


“Then | woke up suddenly to an overwhelming smell of burnt toast. | felt disoriented. | couldn't 
muster the energy to move. | could hear Janice struggling with the toaster in the kitchen and 
then flapping a towel at the smoke alarm to stop it from blaring. | hadn’t heard the alarm until | 
woke up. | had to lay there for something like ten minutes until | felt | could safely get out of 


bed. 


“The next day, as our shift was about to begin, Amanda told Jerry and me how she nearly had 
an accident driving home the prior day. Some idiot, she said, ran the red light in front of her 
and she had to slam on the brakes. She said she gave him a full horn, but that an ‘enraged 
horn’ is never adequate. She was aggravated over how unfair it was that nothing bad 
happened to the other driver who just sailed on through the intersection while she was left 
with the jitters and the loss of tire tread.” 


“Did you talk to her about ...” 


“Certainly not. What would | have said? | know how you feel because | was in your car with 
you when it happened? | mean, it could have been a coincidence, couldn't it?” 


“Sure. That’s plausible,” Dan concurred. “Actually, that’s more than plausible. That has to be 
the explanation. Dreams are not a gateway to time travel, and especially not time and place 
travel.” 


Eileen’s imagination got caught up in her own story, but Dan induced a healthy skepticism to 
emerge. 


“Did you see a car run a red light in your dream?” Dan continued. 


“No. | didn’t. | was struggling to control where | was looking, like | said. Give me a second to 
recall that part of the dream. ... No, | definitely did not see a car run the red light.” 


“Had you seen the car -- | mean had the car been in your dream -- and you and Amanda 
described the same car, that would have been much less likely to be merely a coincidence.” 


“That makes sense,” Eileen responded, accepting Dan’s permission to dismiss as merely a 
coincidence this oppressive dream. 


Her motivation for making this day’s appointment was to garner such permission. Therefore, 
though she felt these dreams defied the label of “coincidence,” she willfully suppressed that 
feeling. 


Now that Eileen told the second dream in full and seemed pleased with his confident 
pronouncement that she had not crossed over into “The Twilight Zone,” Dan began to deftly 
probe for more of the first dream. 


“| think there was something in common between the two dreams. Both dreams were 
triggered by incidents which upset you greatly. That second dream started from the yelling 
between Amanda and Jerry. The first dream started from the tiff you had with Janice. It is not 
unusual for people to dream about upsetting incidents.” 


At this suggestion, Eileen perked up. 


“You're right, they did have that in common,” she exclaimed, displaying a positive jump in her 
respect and trust in him. 


“Perhaps, Ms. Boda, we can learn more about the two dreams together. You left off telling me 
about the first dream at the point when you were seeing Janice and her friend walking toward 
his house.” 


“| wanted to follow them because | was concerned our tiff might still be bothering her like it 
was bothering me. | didn’t want the tiff to interfere with her tryst.” 


“Tiff, tryst,” Eileen repeated the old-fashioned words she used, barely audibly and with a slight 


chuckle mocking herself. 


“That was also something the two dreams had in common, wasn't it?” Eileen blurted out with 
controlled excitement. “I was concerned about Amanda and | was concerned about Janice. 
That’s why | followed them in my dreams. What do you make of that?” 


“Does it say anything special to you?” Dan prevaricated. 


Eileen thought for a few seconds, came up with nothing; but then remarked, instead, “Also, | 
was not in this dream, either. | wasn’t there but | heard them talking and | saw them walking 
together, arm in arm. | was pleased to see and hear Janice enjoying his company. Janice 
didn’t mention being upset over our tiff and that pleased me, too. | stayed behind them, 
always close enough to hear every word. 


“That was different than in the other dream. | had complete control over where | went, how 
fast | went, where | looked, and everything | heard and saw was crystal clear. So now we 
found similarities and differences between the two dreams. 


“They went into his house and began to get ... romantic. | felt terribly uncomfortable watching 
and listening. | wanted the dream to end, but it wouldn't. | panicked that they would see me 
there and then what would | say? The room started spinning, or so it seemed, as | lost the 
ability to steer where | looked. The sound became more muddled, too. 


“As parts of the room randomly flashed in and out of view, | saw there was a mirror attached 
to a dresser. | wanted to see what | would look like in that mirror. As | tried harder to fix my 
gaze to find that mirror, | started regaining control and hearing better and seeing better. 
Finally, | was able to move in front of it so that | could look straight at it. 


“| wasn't in the mirror. | was invisible. | felt | had to warn them of my presence anyway, so | 
tried to force a throat clearing ‘ahumm,’ but no sound emerged and neither of them reacted. | 
tried to pick up something on the dresser so that | could drop it and make a noise. | saw the 
item | was reaching for but didn’t see my hand reaching for it. It wasn’t that | was invisible and 
muted. None of me was there.” 


Eileen sensed that her face displayed a mixture of fear and hope. 
“Surely he can explain this away, too,” she wished. 
“Please continue,” was the only advice Dan offered. 


“There’s nothing more. | suddenly woke to my cat poking me gently on the eyelid with a claw. 
That’s how it wakes me so that | would feed it if | forget to close my bedroom door when | go 
to bed. It was already dawn, feeding time, as far as the cat was concerned, and Janice wasn't 
home to do that chore, as she does when she’s home.” 


“You said you were embarrassed at being present while Janice and her friend were becoming 
amorous. What did you actually see?” 


Eileen froze, angry that he would ask such a question. 


Dan redirected his questioning, “Both dreams ended abruptly due to something happening to 
you in bed? In this dream it was your cat touching your eyelid and in the other dream it was 
the pungent aroma of burnt toast. That’s interesting. Did you also feel disoriented and weak 
when you woke from this dream, too?” 


“Yes,” replied Eileen, as she thawed, “but not for as long after this dream as after the other 
dream, maybe only five minutes; fortunately, because patience is not one of my cat’s virtues. | 


got up as quickly as | dared and staggered into the kitchen to get the cat food. Cats 
supposedly don't have facial expressions so they can’t convey their thoughts, but | would 
have sworn | knew that cat was calling me a drunkard and a few other choice words while 
seeing me so unsteady on my feet.” 


Dan chuckled lightly, “Cats are so matter-of-fact when it comes to giving orders to people. We 
incorrectly refer to ourselves as cat owners. Cats correctly know we’re merely their personal 
staff. When your cat pokes you on the eyelid, it’s as if it is ordering: ‘open this and get me 
breakfast, now.’ 


“| presume you did not attempt to test the veracity of this dream, either. Is that correct?” 


“Nor would | ever compare notes with Janice over what happened that evening,” declared 
Eileen, sternly. 


“Right. Of course. 


“| suspect a large part of why you have been having difficulty falling asleep is because you 
fear having more dreams like these two you described here today. Does that seem like a 
reasonable conjecture to you?” 


“Yes.” 
“| would like to offer you a weapon which you can use to overcome that fear.” 


Eileen instinctively leaned forward in her chair -- as much as the recliner’s cushions permitted 
without a major effort. 


“The weapon | am offering you is the knowledge that you can be the master of your own 
dreams. You can take dreams which you find frightening and make them please you. | learned 
to do this, myself, and many of my patients who had disturbing dreams -- often worse than 
yours -- trained themselves with my assistance to do this. It takes a while to become the 
master of your dreams, so patience is required. But, with diligence and confidence, it works. 


“When you wake from an upsetting dream, dive back in immediately, before you might forget 
it. Boldly imagine yourself back in the dream but now armed with the knowledge that you can 
make anything happen in your dream because you are the master of your dreams. Then, if 
someone chased you in your dream, for instance, turn toward them, smile confidently, snap 
your fingers and make your tormentor disappear. Just like that. 

“You're awake at that point, so do it, there’s nothing to stop you. If, in your dream, you were 
frustrated because you were not able to achieve what you wanted to achieve, go back into 
your dream after you awake, smile, snap your fingers, and imagine yourself achieving 
whatever your dream was keeping away from you. 

“With time and practice, you will often find yourself realizing you are dreaming during the 
dream. You will recall you are the master of your dream while you are still asleep. Trust me. It 
happens. It is exhilarating when you wake up and recall that while you were asleep dreaming, 
you smiled, snapped your fingers, and overcame whatever you didn’t like in your dream. 


“To some extent, you already did this in your two dreams.” 
“What? How?” 


Eileen wanted to believe in Dan’s weapon, was already eager to try it, but his last assertion 
did not seem credible to her. 


“You wanted reassurance that Janice was not still upset over that tiff you and she had. 


Dreams can be frightening, at times, but they can also deliver what a person wants, at times. 
This dream delivered what you wanted. That’s great.” 


Dan glanced at his notes to refresh his memory and continued, “You wanted reassurance that 
Amanda was alright after the yelling between her and Jerry. Your other dream, therefore, also 
delivered what you wanted. You are already well on your way to being the master of your 
dreams.” 


With a hint of a squint in her eyes, Eileen challenged, “I didn’t smile, | didn’t snap my fingers.” 


“Not yet. But, even still, you made your dreams deliver what you wanted. That's a step in the 
right direction to becoming the master of your dreams.” 


The fifty-minute session was not quite out of time but Dan stood, with Eileen surmising he felt 
this was a good stopping point. 


“How are you feeling now?” 


Eileen struggled to free herself from the recliner and likewise stood, sensing she was being 
entreated to leave. 


“Encouraged. Thank you.” 


Dan corralled her to the receptionist to start the process of making her next appointment, 
leaving her no escape route to avoid doing so. Dan jokingly threatened to call her at her home 
if she failed to keep that appointment. When that elicited a look of horror, he abruptly shifted 
gears, becoming supportive, positive, and reassuring about how he can help her, while he 
escorted Eileen to the exit of the waiting room. He wished her pleasant dreams, and turned 
back toward his office in anticipation of his next patient’s pending arrival. 


Since Dan convinced Eileen her two dreams were already good things, she realized it did not 
make sense to start employing smiling finger-snapping on those. She decided to wait for the 
next upsetting dream to begin her self-training. Empowered with this new weapon, she was 
actually looking forward to a good night's sleep for the first time in weeks. 


However, it was still daytime and this was one of her alternating days off. Sleeping time would 
wait. She took care of some chores, did a little window shopping -- sport shopping, as she 
referred to it -- and engaged in her typical exercise routine on her days off of jogging at the 
local high school track in the late afternoon. 


While walking home from the track, facing any oncoming vehicles, she saw a woman a half- 
block away, approaching on the same side of the street. Acar pulled alongside the woman. 
As Eileen got closer, she could hear the male driver through the open window on the 
passenger side of the car. He was demanding the woman get in the car, which she eventually 
did just as Eileen passed by. Eileen became agitated over what she just witnessed, but she 
continued toward home without even looking back as she heard the car drive away. 


She said nothing about what she witnessed over dinner with Janice, both of them conversing 
in the usual manner; with Eileen saying very little, likewise in the usual manner. Eileen 
guessed Janice did not realize Eileen was distracted thinking about the woman and car 
incident. 


Eileen went to bed early, much to the initial displeasure of her cat who typically became 
playfully active with nightfall. Fortunately, though, Janice planned to stay home for the night 
and the cat considered her two members-of-staff roughly interchangeable. 


As hoped for and expected, Eileen caught up on a sizable fraction of the sleep she missed 
during the prior few weeks. She slept well, despite having been so fixated on the woman and 
car incident prior to going to bed. She did not recall any new dreams. Still, she felt like there 
was more sleep that needed to be caught up on. She stayed in bed, repeatedly hitting the 
snooze bar on her alarm clock and fibbing to herself that she would get up before the alarm 
sounded again. 


Eileen began to witness anew the woman getting into the car during the prior late afternoon. 
Her sense of foreboding recommenced. Eileen wanted to enter the car with the couple but the 
car drove off too soon. She followed, somehow, although not nearly as fast as the car. Barely 
still within sight, straight ahead, the car pulled over to the curb. Eileen continued moving 
toward the car as fast as she could, while seeing the man get out and pull the woman from 
the car. 


Eileen thought, “That woman will be safe if | can reach her. I'll protect her.” 
Then her thoughts became distractions. 
“How will | protect her? What can | do? I’m dreaming again.” 


Eileen still wanted to proceed forward, yet progress toward the couple ceased. The clarity of 
her vision declined. She was still fifty yards away when she screamed to make the man aware 
there was a witness to his disgusting actions, but her voice was silent, just like in her prior 
dreams. All the while, awareness that she possessed no ability to help in any way continued 
to distract. 


The man hit or pushed the woman to the ground, Eileen could not tell which. That escalation 
in violence refocused her concentration on the couple and she resumed moving toward them, 
her speed increasing. She saw clearly that the woman was trying to stand up. The man was 
standing over her, preventing her from righting herself. 


Eileen felt her shoulder being touched. There was a garbled voice in the room which brought 
to mind Janice expressing some kind of concern. 


The voice spoke again, becoming more comprehendible, “Eileen, you’ve been sleeping 
through your alarm. Didn't you hear it? | called to you several times before | came into your 
room. | didn’t want to startle you, but you had me worried.” 


Eileen responded slowly, struggling to force out each word, slurring them at the edges, “I’m 
fine. | guess | overslept. I’m glad you woke me.” 


Of those three little fibs, the last was the most inaccurate. Eileen would have leaped back into 
her dream if she knew how. 


Eileen had banished the cat from her bedroom when she went to bed that night in the hopes 
of getting an undisturbed, good night’s sleep. The cat now entered the room, too, to supervise 
the proceedings, having partaken of breakfast provided earlier by staff member Janice. 


Janice left the room somewhat reluctantly. The cat leaped onto the bed and got up in Eileen’s 
face, clearly castigating her for indolence, then curled up on the blanket next to her to sleep 
off breakfast. In addition to patience, apparently, refraining from hypocrisy was likewise not a 
virtue this cat possessed. 


Five minutes later, though not quite fully recovered from the disorientation and lethargy which 
greeted her abrupt awakening, Eileen felt strong enough to slip out of bed, trying not to 
disturb the cat too much. The cat glared at her for daring to move, but went right back to 
sleep. 


The world is full of so-called “think tanks,” congregations of those employed to solve problems 
as lofty as how to make our planet less violent, or as tribal as how to make a political party 
win more elections. For everyone else, there is no better think tank than a shower. 


Eileen recalled her not-at-all-secret, secret weapon bestowed upon her by Dan. Heedless of 
the limited capacity of the hot water heater, she pictured the woman on the ground with the 
man menacingly standing over her. With a smile feigning supreme authority, her fingers 
snapped -- well, sort of, given those fingers were covered in shampoo. Luckily, the old adage 
held true: “It’s the thought that counts.” The man disappeared, to the great relief of the woman 
on the ground; although, surprisingly and disappointingly, not to the great relief of Eileen. 


She needed to help that woman. But how could she? This was the third dream in which what 
she witnessed felt too real to be a simple dream, yet in which she experienced a dream’s 
frustrating inability to affect the reality of what she witnessed. 


“Dan said it would take time and practice,” she consoled herself aspirationally. 


Dressed and with teeth still chattering from having to rinse off in cold water, she entered the 
kitchen soon thereafter. Eileen recognized the photo on the front page of the newspaper 
Janice brought in from the porch a few minutes earlier. The accompanying article’s headline 
read: “Local Woman Accused of Murdering Her Husband.” Not breathing, Eileen brought the 
newspaper closer and read the subheading: “Body discovered by passing motorist.” The 
photo showed the woman Eileen dreamt about as she was taken in handcuffs into the police 
station the prior night. 


Eileen's face turned ashen, prompting Janice to ask sincerely, “Eileen, dear, are you alright?” 


Chapter 2 


Janice received no reply from Eileen, who intently stared at the photo in the newspaper, so 
she repeated, “Are you alright?” 


A slight tremor preceded shaky words, “I ... | get upset when a woman defends herself and 
then gets accused of committing a crime by defending herself.” 


Eileen was intentionally evasive in not confiding about her dream but not due to a lack of trust 
of her mother. She still grappled with what this all meant. Although, there was also a strong 
aversion to broach any subject which could plausibly lead to the admission she visited a 
therapist. No one was to know about that. 


Janice read the same headline over Eileen’s shoulder and asked, “How do you know it was 
self defense?” 


“It always is,” declared Eileen, uncharacteristically brusquely and irrationally. 


One prick of a porcupine quill adequately conveys the message. Janice postponed reading 
the newspaper until later and quietly abandoned the kitchen. 


Eileen read the article, looked up, and realized she was alone. She tracked Janice to her 
bedroom, the most likely place Janice might be in their shared, two-bedroom home. 


“Sorry | snapped at you. That article obviously upset me. 


“| saw that woman, the woman whose photo is in the paper. | was coming home from the 
track yesterday and | saw her. The article gave her name, ‘Renee Toogat.’ | had never seen 
her before. Her husband -- | guess it was her husband because the article said she killed her 
husband -- forced her into his car and they drove off. Somehow, Renee must have 
successfully defended herself and killed him, and now they arrested her.” 


Eileen stopped talking. An inner voice tugged at her conscience because what she stated was 
neither the whole truth nor nothing but the truth. 


“Anyway,” Eileen added quickly, before Janice might ask for clarification regarding Eileen’s 
explanation which would require either correcting what she already said or compounding it 
with additional less-than-full truths, “I didn’t see enough to warrant going to the police.” 


“Every bit of evidence might help. Maybe you would recall more details which could prove 
useful in that lady’s defense if you spoke with the police. Just the fact that you saw a man 
force the lady into his car would be helpful in her defense, don’t you think?” 


Eileen did not escape retribution for her exaggeration, after all. It was time to decide: correct 
or compound? 


“My wording, ‘Force her,’ was too strong. It was more like he badgered her. He was talking to 
her from inside his car as | approached them. Renee was standing on the sidewalk. Then she 
got in as | walked past the car. | didn’t really hear what was said.” 


“Yea, that’s not nearly as helpful for her defense. In fact, it might hurt her defense because 
what you saw suggests she got into the car of her own choosing. Or did he have a gun 
pointed at her?” 


“| don’t know. | didn’t see any gun. In any event, again, | apologize for my outburst.” 


With that, Eileen retreated to her own bedroom. She sat at her desk, rested her head in her 
hands, and tried to think of a cogent explanation. 


The article was not particularly forthcoming, but then a reporter could not gather the full story 
in time for the morning edition of a newspaper. The article did not mention how the husband 
died, or where, or when, or what evidence led to the arrest of Renee Toogat. 


Instead, the article documented that Mr. Toogat, Renee’s husband of two years, was a well 
respected “pillar of the community,” involved in this-organization and that-service-group and 
this-other-philanthropy, blah blah blah. The article contained quotes expressing dismay, 
horror, anger, and the requisite calls for justice, attributed to other well respected pillars of the 
community, including the local chief of police and the editor of the newspaper. 


“Funny,” thought Eileen, “how the reporter didn’t have time to gather the relevant facts of what 
happened but had time to gather all those quotes. Well, maybe that’s not fair of me. Maybe 
the full story was being withheld by the police for now.” 


A terrifying thought crossed her mind. 
“Did | kill him? -- the husband? In my dream? | snapped my fingers -- well, sort of -- and made 


him disappear. No, that was after the dream. That had to be after he died or the morning 
edition of the newspaper couldn't possibly have an article about him dying. Besides, that idea 
is absurd. You can't kill people by snapping your fingers. What am | thinking?” 


However, the rationalization of “coincidence” which Dan proffered to explain away her first two 
dreams -- and which she eagerly accepted -- was in mortal danger; except Eileen still needed 
to cling to some rational explanation. Continuing with her stream of consciousness, she 
suppressed doubts that these dreams were ordinary. 


“| don’t know anything. | didn’t see Renee kill her husband in my dream. If anything, my 
dream made it look like he might kill her, not the other way around. I’m way overreacting here. 
Nothing | read in the article even suggests that what | observed in my dream actually 
happened.” 


She expected details would appear in the next day’s edition of the newspaper. She also partly 
hoped and partly dreaded the dream would recur and proceed further -- the hope-part 
because that could potentially demonstrate inconsistencies between her dream and the 
details she expected to eventually read in subsequent newspaper editions, the dread-part 
because she feared corroboration that what she witnessed in her dream was reality. 


Over the subsequent week, day after day, no additional articles on the Toogat death appeared 
and, night after night, there was not a single dream she could recall when she woke each 
morning. 


Eileen mused to herself, “The prior two dreams haven't recurred, either. What’s with this? | 
get only one shot at each dream?” 


Disgusted with waiting, she tried searching on the internet for the Toogats’ address. A listing 
of multiple, ostensible, people-search websites filled the screen of her laptop computer, each 
claiming they found what she was looking for. Clicking on one after another revealed they had 
not and were claiming they could if she would pay them. 


“When you lied about having already found what | am searching for,” she contemplated, “why 
should | believe you when you claim you would now find it if | paid you?” 


Late in the morning on a day off, Eileen spent two hours at the local government office 
combing through the public records on home ownership, starting at the location where Renee 
got in the car and continuing backward in the direction the car came from. It was a low 
probability of success endeavor. The Toogats might just as likely live in any direction other 
than from which the car approached Renee. The house could be owned in the name of some 
obscure trust fund. 


Beating the long odds, Eileen found a listing of a home owned by “Barry Toogat.” It was less 
than a mile up the rode from where Renee got in the car. 


The next day, leaving an hour earlier than usual for her noon-to-midnight shift at work, she 
detoured to that address and found a large, impressive house situated on a large, impressive 
lot in a quiet, lovely neighborhood. Recalling her dream and contemplating the car, she 
remembered it was a two-seater sporty one, looking new and expensive. But then, being a 
well respected pillar of the community tends to go hand-in-hand with being wealthy -- funny 


about that. 


There was no name on the mailbox. No one was outside and no neighbors were walking dogs 
or visible tending to their own matters. Eileen walked up to the front door. Clueless as to what 
she would say if someone answered, she rang the doorbell. No response. She knocked. 
Nothing. She knocked much louder. 


A woman emerged from the front door of the house to the east and called out, “There’s no 
one home.” 


Eileen was pleasantly surprised that someone in such an exclusive looking neighborhood 
would respond helpfully instead of calling the police from within the sanctuary of an alarm- 
protected home. However, Eileen was wearing her security guard uniform, intending to go 
directly to work immediately following this detour. She speculated her uniform enhanced her 
chances of continued success in her quest. 


The neighbor offered further assistance. 
“| haven’t seen anyone there since the police showed up that night a week or so ago.” 


Taking full advantage of her official-looking uniform, Eileen approached the neighbor lady 
slowly. 


“| expected Ms. Toogat would have made bail by now and be back home. Do you know 
anything about that?” 


One might anticipate a neighbor becoming immediately suspicious if a person dressed in an 
official-looking, law-enforcement type of uniform asks such a basic question about the case. 
Surely this neighbor woman would now shut down, go back in her castle, and call the police -- 
or not. 


“No, there’s been nothing in the newspaper and I’m worried sick for Renee. She was always 
so pleasant when | would see her in the yard. She didn’t hire anyone to tend to her flower 
beds. She worked so hard on them and they were beautiful. The flowers are suffering 
because she hasn't been here to tend to them. | keep thinking | should take care of them until 
she gets back but | am afraid | might overwater the flowers or do something to harm them. 
She might never forgive me if | did. Although, | can’t imagine her holding a grudge -- always 
smiling. | can’t imagine she could have killed anyone -- such a good natured woman. | can’t 
imagine her husband is dead. | never really spoke with him but he smiled when | saw him 
drive off in the morning or drive home. Come to think of it, | never saw her in the car with him; 
and she didn’t have a car. Maybe she didn’t drive and didn’t like to go anywhere. She never 
talked much about herself or her husband. | never heard them fighting, but | can’t imagine the 
two of them fighting -- | bet they were high school sweethearts, the king and queen of the 
prom. They were both very good looking.” 


Further plumbing the depths of what this neighbor “can’t imagine” was both unnecessary and 
undesirable. 


Eileen broke in, “Well, thank you very much, Ma’am, | appreciate your cooperation.” 


Security guards learn to employ phrases like that without attending annual conferences at ski 
resorts. 


“| was right, classic signs,” Eileen whispered to herself as she returned to her car. “Battered 
spouse. It was self-defense. | have to help Renee.” 


The subsequent day was a day off for Eileen. In the morning, she drove to the place where 
her dream ended with Renee on the ground and the man standing over her. She parked her 
car, got out, and looked around, searching for ... what? She did not know. In some of the 
myriad of scripted, drama series Eileen routinely watched, the main character might discover 
the key clue no one else found. That did not happen. She was literally “clueless.” 


Of course, those shows wrap everything up in an hour, including too many commercials. A 
week already passed since the incident she witnessed. Clearly, Eileen was not a super-sleuth 
in a drama series. 


Back in her car, windows closed except for a small gap at the top of the driver’s window left 
open for fresh air, doors locked, she concentrated on what she saw at the end of her dream, 
trying to recall something she overlooked before. Nothing. 


Then she tried recalling more details from when she first saw Renee in reality, up the street 
from where Eileen parked. The image she was recalling grew more vivid and she saw the 
man’s car approaching Renee. She followed the car and witnessed again the same sequence 
of actions she witnessed in her prior dream, leading to the same scene she saw when Janice 
woke her. 


The man was pointing down at the woman on the ground, menacingly. His voice was garbled 
but Eileen got the impression he was cursing and denigrating her for leaving the house 
without his permission. He slapped her across the face, hard, and Renee cried out. He 
grabbed her by her hair with one hand, pulled a large knife out of a sheath on his belt, and 
held it against her throat while pulling her to her feet. He looked around as if to see whether 
anyone might have seen or heard the commotion, then dragged Renee toward the trees of a 
small wooded area about fifty feet from the street. 


Eileen willed herself to follow. Progress was slow and faltering, but she was resolute and got 
close enough to see the couple lying on the ground among the trees with him on top of her. 
Eileen tried to scream at the sight of them, certain no abused wife willingly reconciles with her 
husband that way immediately after such abuse. She willed herself to continue getting closer, 
advancing gradually, adjusting her view to better see the scene through a gap in the trees. 
The man’s torso reared up, supported by his outstretched arms, lurched, and slumped on top 
of Renee. 


“Great staying power, Don Juan,” theorized Eileen, simultaneously sarcastic and vicious. 


Getting still closer, she witnessed Renee roll his body off her and to her side. Eileen could 
now see a long knife handle sticking out of the man’s chest. Eileen was stunned, relieved, 
horrified, and pleased -- a gamut of mutually conflicting emotions assailed her. 


Renee caught her breath, stood up, straightened her bloodied clothing adequately, and ran 
past Eileen’s disembodied presence toward the street. Eileen managed to turn her gaze half 
of a circle in time to see the sports car flip a U-turn and speed off. 


“Get back to my car,” Eileen commanded herself. 


The progress was initially as tedious as before, but ceased entirely when she began to 
wonder and then fear how to get out of this dream. She panicked. Her view became a pinball 
bouncing between impressionistic paintings of the woods and the empty street. 


Her body was inside her locked up car. She knew the area well because she walked along 
that street whenever she went to the track to work out. It was a rarely traveled street with few 
houses, each sheltering keep-to-themselves occupants. 


Fear compounded fears. 


“Who could wake me and how? How long could | stay lost in my dream? What would happen 
to me if | stay in my dream?” 


Then, without warning, she was awake in her car, sweating profusely. She despised sweating 
when not dressed for it. Breathing heavily, almost painfully, and experiencing a compulsion to 
rid herself of her noxious, drenched clothing, she had to wait to regain clarity of mind and 
strength of limbs to drive home. During those six or seven minutes of waiting, she impulsively 
pulled at her clothing seeking relief from the dankness, but that only amplified her discomfort 
as saturated fabric inevitably fell back onto her skin. 


Back home, finally, she snuck into the house lest Janice might see the condition of her 
clothing and hair. Her stealthiness reaped its intended reward. Music emanated from behind 
the closed door to Janice’s bedroom. 


Eileen could not get into the shower fast enough. A hot shower and clean clothes comforted 
her senses, but did not placate the whirling, wrenching Scrambler carnival ride of emotions 
revolving endlessly throughout her essence. 


A security guard who never fired her gun at anyone nor seen a dead body witnessed 
homicide -- and was repulsed. A woman steeped in the misogyny and disrespect she and so 
many of her female acquaintances endured beheld an avenging Fury dispatch a loathsome 
demon -- and was exhilarated. An empathetic person with an abiding need for fairness knew 
a battered spouse was wrongly accused by an unjust criminal justice system -- and was 
enraged. A risk-averse ingenue survived a wager on an unbridled yet alluring power -- and 
was emboldened. A mortal skirted the edge of her own mortality -- and was scared. Round 
and round they went. 


An additional quandary beset Eileen over the next few days as her impending appointment for 
her second visit with her therapist drew near. By this time, she was convinced Dan was 
wrong. Coincidences be damned, there was clearly something supernatural about these 
dreams. What would be the point of confronting Dan just to tell him he was wrong. He 
probably would not believe her anyway. 


On the other hand, not wanting to burden Janice with what Eileen was experiencing and there 
being no one else she would consider confiding in, maybe a rent-a-confidant would be what 
she needed now. Furthermore, the closer the appointment loomed, the less ethical it would be 
to cancel. 


Still vacillating on whether to cancel, Eileen slumped into the deep cushions of the recliner in 
Dan's office as he asked, “Have you been using the weapon | taught you? Are you becoming 
the master of your dreams?” 


“I’ve only had one dream | can recall these past two weeks and | snapped my fingers and 
took control after | woke up.” 


“Excellent. What was this dream about?” 

“| observed a woman kill her husband in self defense.” 

“How did you feel when you woke?” 

“Upset.” 

Dan scribbled on his pad while waiting for Eileen to continue speaking. Silence. 

“Alright. How did you feel after you snapped your fingers and took control?” 

“After | snapped my fingers? better, maybe, for the moment.” 

“This seems like it was a first step toward becoming the master of your dreams, wouldn’t you 
say?” 

“Yea, | guess. But the woman was accused of killing her husband and I’m beside myself trying 
to come up with some way | can help get the charges dropped.” 


“You just have to imagine yourself back in your dream, snap your fingers, and set her free. It’s 
that easy. It was your dream. You can make it whatever you want it to be.” 


“No, she really is in jail, or that’s where | guess she is because she isn’t at home and hasn't 
been there since she was arrested. That’s what her neighbor said.” 


There was a long silence. Eileen imagined Dan struggling to assimilate what she told him 
while she grappled with how much she should reveal -- or whether she already revealed too 
much. 


He broke the silence, “I think it would help if you tell me what you saw in this dream. Would 
you do that, please? Just talk about it and I'll listen.” 


The proverbial moment of truth arrived for Eileen. Leave? Tell all? Something in between? 
Could she trust Dan? Patient-client privilege came up in many television shows she watched, 
but how would that apply in this situation? 


“The woman in the newspaper who was accused of killing her husband two weeks ago -- did 
you read about her?” 


“Assume | did not,” replied Dan. 


“The woman is Renee Toogat. She killed her husband in self defense. | saw it happen in my 
dream. The police arrested her and the newspaper article claimed she was charged with 
voluntary manslaughter. 


“This is an injustice. They are adding to her misery. She was a battered spouse. Her husband 
was beating her, he had a knife, she must have got hold of the knife while he was on top of 
her and she stabbed him in the chest and he died. She ran away and drove home -- well, she 
drove off in the direction of her home, | don’t really know if she drove home, but it seems 
reasonable to assume that. 


“If | go to the police and tell them that | saw all that in my dream, they won't accept that as 
evidence to prove they should let her go. If | do nothing, | couldn’t deal with being such a 
coward. | have to help her. What can | do?” 


Dan was overtly stupefied by the story she told -- an example of the cliche, “Be careful what 
you ask for, you might get it.” Eileen was likewise astonished that her frantic monologue 
spewed forth as if bursting from a brimming dam. She shut down and waited. 


“Did you check what you saw in your dream against what that woman claims happened?” 


Thud! The question hit Eileen as if she stepped on the rigid tines of a rake causing its handle 
to smack her in the face, and she felt as embarrassed for her oversight as she would have felt 
had she actually been the victim of that hackneyed rake gag. 


She was so befuddled for days that she did not think clearly about this matter. She expected 
to learn more in the newspaper but no subsequent articles appeared. She needed to go to the 
source -- talk to Renee. 


There was still a chance nothing she saw in either her nighttime dream or her dream from 
within her car truly occurred. The prospect her dreams were not showing her what actually 
happened was again in play. She rejoiced that there was still hope she was normal. 


“No. | did not check. | have to do that.” 


Eileen began excavating herself from the recliner, excited to implement Dan’s implied advice 
forthwith. Dan leaned forward to impede her departure. 


“How about if we talk some more before you go. Our appointment has barely begun.” 


Like a child reluctantly acceding to an imposed delay of gratification, Eileen sported a wisp of 
a scowl while she allowed herself to be swallowed up anew by the cushions. She tolerated 
Dan’s questions, answering curtly. 


Dan asked about growing up, relationships with parents and friends, social life past and 
current, events from the past vividly remembered to this day (other than the dreams of 
interest). It seemed to her he went down a checklist in his mind of what to look for which 
might shed insight into how to diagnose his new patient’s behavior, analogous to how a chef 
might peruse the usual stalls at a farmers’ market while seeking ideas for a new dish to put on 
that evening’s dinner menu. 


Dan wrote notes to himself on his pad, recording what he gleaned from her meager replies, 
she presumed. He also recorded additional, cryptic scribbles at the top of the page, which 
Eileen spotted briefly when he dropped his pen and leaned over to retrieve it. 


At last, Dan’s trespasses ended. He launched into his end-of-session platitudes honed over 
his years of practice to maintain his patients’ desire to return for the next appointment. 


She left with, “I’ve got to go,” spoken before Dan completed his bedside manner performance, 
catapulted herself out of the recliner, and hurried out before Dan could accompany her. 


She failed to stop at the receptionist to reconfirm her next appointment for two weeks hence. 
She was not angry with Dan as much as she was distracted and eager to follow through on 
his suggestion, for which she was genuinely grateful, despite outward appearances to the 
contrary. 


She drove immediately to the local police headquarters, parked, marched in, and courteously 
asked where she could find Ms. Renee Toogat. The officer at the desk caught the attention of 
a second officer in the next room, visible at his desk through the half-wall, glass partition 
between the two officers. The second officer slowly stood up, exited his office, and sauntered 
over to the first officer. 


“This woman is asking where she can find Ms. Toogat.” 


“Ms. Toogat? Please step into my office with me,” said the second officer as he took the 
handoff. 


While the second officer maneuvered between his chair and his desk, Eileen seated herself in 
the wooden chair in front of his desk. 


She read his name tag on his uniform and asked, “Officer Woodley, | wish to speak with Ms. 
Toogat. Would you please tell me where | can find her?” 


“Sergeant Woodley,” was the impassive response. 


“Sergeant Woodley,” Eileen repeated, demonstrating by her words that she understood the 
admonishment, and demonstrating by her demeanor that she did not appreciate the 
sergeant’s condescension. 


“Ms. Toogat is not here.” 


In contradiction to her typically non-confrontational character, Eileen waited fully ten more 
tense seconds for the answer to her question, engaged in a staring contest with the sergeant. 
They say a person only gets one chance to make a first impression. It was obvious the 
sergeant enjoyed making his first impression that of stern authority. 


“| asked politely where | can find her. You have not answered my question.” 
“Are you a lawyer?” 


“lam asking a question with regard to public record. |am a member of the public, a citizen of 
this country, and a resident of this city asking a question | have a right to ask; and | would 
appreciate it if you, as a sergeant in this city’s police department, would answer my question.” 


She expected his next words would sardonically advise her to go home and sleep off her 
monthly hormonal vicissitudes, though that comment would surely be worded more succinctly 
and prosaically. She wondered whether he was forced into training classes as a result of a 
recent lawsuit against the city’s police department, If so, maybe he would squelch such a 
comment, after all. 


Sternly, in a low voice, conveying the impression he was barely restraining himself and, 
therefore, Eileen should tread lightly and fearfully, the sergeant asserted, “Ms. Toogat 
murdered her husband. She murdered a wonderful man, a pillar of the community. It was a 
terrible loss for all members of the public residing in this city, including those seeking a matter 
of public record. She is in prison serving her sentence. The usual, faked tears didn’t get a 
murderer off this time.” 


Eileen reckoned the training classes were only partially successful. 


Potential retorts like, “She didn’t murder her husband. He abused her. She killed him with his 
own knife in self defense,” were barely confined within Eileen’s thoughts. After all, the reason 
she was in that office was the pursuit of the truth about whether what she witnessed in her 
dream was what happened between the Toogats. She did not know for certain the truth yet. 


Instead, Eileen stated confidently, “No trial could have been concluded this quickly and she 
has a strong case for self-defense.” 


That second assertion was not supposed to slip out. 


“THIS trial WAS concluded that quickly. Ms. Toogat pleaded guilty and was sentenced 
yesterday.” 


Woodley leaned forward and with a smirk continued, “If a guy touches a woman, it’s sexual 
harassment; but if a woman kills a man, it’s self-defense? | thought you ladies were seeking 
equal treatment, not special treatment.” 


Eileen was on a mission to learn whether her freaky dreams meant she was a freak. The 
sergeant was already guilty of obstruction of her mission. To that charge, Eileen now added 
the charge of being a prick. 


Eileen stormed out of the office while muttering, “Stupid moron.” 


Tandem insults carry greater weight than single insults, even if the two insults are merely 
synonymous. 


In an instant, Eileen went from hoping she was not a freak to owning it. 


She muttered on, “I’m sure your pig-headed arrogance is hiding dirty, dark secrets. | will learn 
how to harness my power. Someday, somehow, | will uncover and expose you.” 


She sat in her car in the parking lot while she decompressed. 


She faltered, ruminating, “A person can’t travel into the past. If that were possible, the time 
traveler could do something in the past which would change the past which led to the present 
which would inevitably change the present and that would destroy Einstein’s space-time 
continuum, or something like that. The bottom line is you can't do that. 


“But | didn’t travel into the past. | couldn’t touch anything while | was dreaming. No one could 
see me or hear me. | can’t change the present if | can’t do anything in the past. If all | can do 
is observe the past, Einstein is not in danger; well, other than him being dead, | guess. 


“Now I’ve got to track down Renee at prison. Wait, which prison? where? I'll be damned if I’m 
going back in there to ask?” 


Out came her cell phone. There was only one prison in the city. 


“Try there.” 


Chapter 3 


Renee looked very differently in her prison jumpsuit and with her hair cut short than she did 
during that brief instant when Eileen passed her on the sidewalk two weeks earlier and in 
Eileen’s two dreams about Renee. 


“| was told a Ms. Boda was here to see me. Are you Ms. Boda?” inquired Renee as she sat 
down on the stool opposite where Eileen was sitting waiting for her, the two women separated 
by a bullet-resistant, plastic wall with a small opening to permit conversation. 


Eileen merely nodded affirmatively, still not certain whether what she saw in front of her was 
the woman she came to see. 


Renee further inquired tentatively, “Do | know you? I’m sorry, but | do not recall your name 
and | don’t recognize you.” 


Eileen was painfully aware of the unnatural absence of spirit in her counterpart’s deliberate, 
monotonic voice, drawn face, and indifferent eyes. 


“We never met but | was walking past you the evening when your husband drove up to you 
and convinced you to get in the car -- the night you later ...” 


Eileen thought it uncouth to spell out the rest of that description, even though she came 
hoping to hear a full recounting of the details related to that too-uncouth-to-mention event. 


“| asked to meet with you because | wondered perhaps what | saw could be of use to you in 


your defense.” 


Although not entirely truthful, Eileen rationalized this justification would serve her purpose 
while not being truly dishonest. 


“If you walked past me at my husband’s car, you could not have seen what happened 
afterward, could you?” 


“No, I’m afraid | didn't.” 


Skirting the full truth again weighed on Eileen’s mind, but dreams do not count when it comes 
to truly “seeing;” or, at least they are not supposed to. 


“In trying to locate you, | was told | may be too late. | was told you pleaded guilty. Is that 
correct?” 


“Yes. | was assigned a defense lawyer by the court. All of our assets were in my husband’s 
name and his family took control of every penny as soon as | was arrested. | couldn’t afford to 
hire an attorney. The lawyer | was assigned negotiated a deal for a reduced sentence if | 
would plead guilty.” 


“Could you have argued self defense?” 


“| thought so but my lawyer advised against it. He said no juror would believe me because | 
fled and didn’t report what happened before the police found the body and came to the house 
that night.” 


“The knife ...” Eileen began, barely swallowing words she had no alibi for knowing. “Whose 
knife was it?” she asked, instead, immediately realizing those words should not have 
escaped, either. 


Renee appeared to take no notice of Eileen’s awareness of that crime detail, so Eileen 
guessed Renee assumed it was well known that she used a knife to kill her husband. 


“It was his knife.” 


“He brought a knife. His knife. Isn’t that evidence that you only defended yourself against an 
imminent threat?” Eileen litigated the case, educated as she was by television crime dramas. 


“The lawyer said the jury probably would not believe it was his knife or that he brought it with 
him that night. | had no proof. The lawyer said he had no evidence or witness, so he would 
have to put me on the witness stand in front of the jurors and reporters in the audience. He 
asked me questions he said the prosecutor would ask. They were terribly personal, 
humiliating. | broke down. 


“He said the only way to avoid questions like that would be to take the deal. He said no matter 
how hard he would try to get a jury which would be impartial, the prosecutor would hammer 
on how generous and respected my husband was. The jurors would see me as a monster 
who killed a pillar of the community.” 


Renee hung her head and was silent for a while. 


“That bastard lawyer didn’t even try to find evidence or witnesses or develop a defense,” 
Eileen thought. “The husband was wearing a sheath on his belt for the knife. | saw it. It would 
have been there when the body was found. The lawyer wanted to get done with the case and 
get back to his own law practice. He was afraid of defending the woman who killed a buddy of 
all the important people in town.” 


Communities of all sizes need and benefit from honest, decent, respect-worthy pillars -- men 
and women selflessly giving of themselves, striving to improve the quality of life throughout 
their communities. At the opposite extreme, some heralded pillars feign humility, deign civility, 
euphemistically refer to their cronyism as “greasing the skids,” and rationalize accepting 
monetary and political “favors” as appropriate recognition of their efforts. They assemble 
confederates, vassals, acolytes, and sycophants into a colonnade surrounding the temple 
where they worship and protect themselves. They scorn ingrates who complain or rise in 
opposition -- heretics who refuse to accept the benevolently-provided gift of their sage and 
equitable leadership. If the “little woman” at home, pampered and protected via his grace, 
complains and rises in opposition, scorn can escalate to violence. 


Eileen concluded, since it is necessitated by the justice system that the judge and prosecutor 
had to agree to the plea deal Renee’s lawyer pushed on her, they were accomplices in 
bullying Renee into pleading guilty without a trial. They collaborated together to deprive 
Renee of the opportunity to reveal in court, in front of the public, the truth about her husband, 
their fellow pillar of the community. 


Eileen deduced that Renee’s story required imprisonment more than Renee did. Pillars must 
be wary lest a waif’s tale replicate Samson’s final feat. Heaping additional barbarity on Renee 
while locking away her story was inconsequential, collateral damage. From the judge’s point 
of view, he would ideally sentence her to “a term of imprisonment of no less than the time it 
would take for her story to no longer endanger the reputation of other pillars of the 
community.” In some situations, truth has a “best by” date. 


With her chin still on her chest, Renee moved her fingers to wipe each cheek. Eileen ventured 
a request. 


“I’m sure it must be upsetting, but would you tell me what happened? Please.” 


Eileen anticipated reluctance to comply with that bold request, although she also considered 
that prison can rob an inmate of any vestige of pride or privacy. However, Eileen gradually 
learned that for Renee, such thievery began two years before the abused woman traversed 
the prison gates. 


“He abused me verbally, constantly, belittted me, made me feel worthless. | wasn’t allowed to 
leave the property. | wasn’t allowed to have visitors, not even neighbors in the house. | wasn't 
allowed to use a phone or a computer. It started right after our honeymoon, two years ago, 
growing ever worse.” 


Bits of animation peeked fleetingly through Renee’s stupor as she told the story. 


“| made dinner that night, as always. He criticized what | made, as always. | guess | reached a 
breaking point. | had to get away, even if just for a short while. | felt like | would suffocate and 
die if | stayed in the house another minute. | snuck out and started walking. No idea where to 
go, just wanting to breathe, when he pulled up in his car and demanded | get in. What choice 
did | have? | got in. 


“He drove on, cursing at me, berating me. | screamed back at him. | had never raised my 
voice to him before. He pulled over toward the curb, slammed on the brakes, turned off the 
engine, leaped out of the car, opened the door on my side, dragged me out by my shirt and hit 
me. | fell to the ground. He had never hit me before. 


“| was terrified. The horrible things he was saying. He hit me again. He put a knife to my 
throat and dragged me into the woods. He always got off when taking me against my will. 


This time, | wanted to fight back, but he kept the knife near my neck. | thought he was going 
to kill me. 


“He must have really got himself off extra good this time because he let go of the knife when 
he did. It fell on my hand. | took it and stabbed him with it. | guess | hit his heart or some 
major blood vessel. He collapsed in an instant. 


“| panicked. | never stabbed anyone. | had no idea | was capable of doing it. | had never even 
fought with anyone, in school or anywhere. | pushed him away and ran to the car. | drove 
home, went inside, and sobbed uncontrollably. | think | was still in shock when the police 
arrived later. 


“My lawyer told me someone reported a disturbance to the police which led to the body being 
found and the police coming to my home. Were you the one who reported the disturbance?” 


“No, | kept walking after | saw you get in the car. | was unaware of the danger you were in. It 
looked like it was no worse than a couple’s spat. I’m so sorry | didn’t realize. | only came to 
know about anything when | read it in the newspaper the next morning.” 


In an incredibly awkward scene, Renee slowly stood, Eileen stood, the two women still facing 
each other. A corner of Renee’s mouth tried in vain to single-handedly pull a vestige of a 
perfunctory smile onto a face whose humanity was extinguished by the combination of the life 
and death of a sadistic, rot-infested pillar of the community. Then the prisoner turned and 
walked away. 


Eileen returned to her car and cried her eyes out, each tear carrying off its weight in 
repressed anguish. 


Crying accesses the natural power of catharsis, one of very few powers which the 
conventions of Western culture allot disproportionately to the “fairer sex.” As powers go, it is 
difficult to overestimate catharsis, and it worked its magic for Eileen as she cried wretchedly in 
her car for many minutes. 


There was no denying any longer that “fairer Eileen” possessed access to a supernatural 
power allotted to herself. This realization captured her thoughts as she dabbed her last tear. 


She never asked for this power, never secretly wished for it, never even considered it might 
plausibly exist. She feared the danger in having this power, remembering too well being 
trapped inside her most recent dream while locked inside her car. She also feared how this 
power might change her. 


Those fears persisted, of course. However, while the popular quote is certainly true that 
power tends to corrupt, first it tantalizes. Now, with her power confirmed, Eileen was definitely 
intrigued. 


“| have to start compiling what happened in each dream, what was going on before each 
dream, anything which might shed understanding on how to control it. Most of all, | have to 
find a reliable way to exit so I’m not trapped again. I'll put it all in a spreadsheet on my 
computer at home and look for patterns.” 


Eager to embark on her new life, she drove home. 


That night, Eileen sat at her desk in her bedroom. 


Her spreadsheet sprouted columns quickly: how much time elapsed between the present and 
the point in time depicted initially in her dream? how long did she dream? how far away was 
her body in the present from the place her dream initially depicted? how far did she travel in 
her dream? how did she exit? how long did her disorientation and weakness last after she 
exited? how well did she see and hear while in the dream? how well was she able to control 
where her disembodied-self gazed, traveled in time, and moved in space? 


Filling in a row for each dream, she ran into difficulty assessing what to write in the last two 
columns. The answers for those metrics varied over the course of each dream. Recalling 
each dream sequentially, she stumbled onto a critical discovery. 


Discounting temporarily all other differences, there was a glaring correlation between what 
she was thinking while in the dream, from moment to moment, and how well she controlled 
her gaze, her travel in time, and her movement in space; as well as the clarity of what she 
saw and heard. Every time she became distracted, typically by her fears or embarrassment, 
her control and clarity suffered. The more distracted, the more they suffered. Concentration 
was the key. 


“And that must also be how | induced the most recent dream while locked inside my car, the 
one where | followed Renee and her husband into the woods. | concentrated so hard on the 
image in my mind of when | walked up to Renee. | should be able to do that again in the 
future when | want to. | don’t have to only wait for a dream to occur while I’m asleep. 


“There’s more, I’m sure. There better be. ... | don’t see anything else. Maybe |’m too tired. I'll 
try again some other time. 


“Dan! What should | tell him? He’s going to want to know what Renee said. He was the one 
who suggested | talk with her.” 


Recalling the session, Eileen cringed over how uncooperative and ill-mannered she acted 
during the session that morning after he all but forced her to endure his needless questions 
instead of allowing her to immediately pursue Renee’s story. 


“Then | stormed out like an angry toddler. | feel terrible about how | behaved. | forgot all about 
that. | was so engrossed in finding Renee, and then this spreadsheet. | wonder what he said 
about me to the receptionist after | left. It couldn’t have been good. How will | face him in two 
weeks? 


“It's late. | need to get to bed. I’m spent from everything that happened today. Wait. | need to 
do something to be sure | won't get trapped in a dream if | have one while I’m asleep tonight. | 
guess it could happen any night.” 


Briefly reinvigorated, forestalling a bit longer her dire need to sleep, she pored over what she 
compiled in her spreadsheet. 


“The alarm clock didn’t wake me. Why not? | couldn’t hear in the present because my hearing 
was traveling in the past? | couldn’t be awoken by something | would see in the present 
because my eyes are closed while I’m dreaming. 


“Touch! When Janice woke me and when the cat woke me they each touched me -- that 
worked. | was never able to touch anything or feel the touch of anything while | was in my 
dream. That couldn't be a coincidence. My sense of touch remained in the present, so | could 
be awoken by being touched. What woke me while | was locked in my car? -- feeling 


drenched in sweat from my panic attack. | hate that feeling. That was also a touch sensation. 


“Smell worked, too, when Janice burnt the toast and the stench filled the house. | didn’t hear 
the smoke alarm but | smelled the burnt toast. | do not recall ever smelling anything while in a 
dream. | didn’t smell the hot rubber of the tires wnen Amanda slammed on her breaks to 
avoid the car running the red light. | didn’t smell the grass or flowers while following Renee 
being dragged into the woods. My sense of smell must have likewise remained in the present. 
That probably won't be as useful in setting the equivalent of an alarm when | go to bed, 
though.” 


Eileen considered alerting Janice to the possibility of having to wake her in the morning. She 
debated with herself as to whether Janice could serve adequately as the desired failsafe 
method to come out of a dream, since Janice often spends the night at her friend’s house. In 
the end, she did not tell Janice anything. Eileen did not want to burden Janice with any 
knowledge of the dreams. 


“Leave the door open. Let the cat sleep on my bed with me, which it prefers over its bed in the 
kitchen, anyway. | can count on it to wake me when it gets hungry in the morning. Goodbye to 
sleeping late on my days off, though. Oh, well. I’m sure that won't be the worst sacrifice I’m 
going to have to make as long as | have these dreams.” 


There was a renewed pang of regret as she considered the likelihood of yet-unknown, future 
sacrifices. 


She got ready for bed, opened the door and watched the cat march in triumphantly with its tail 
pointing straight up, as if announcing, “It’s about time you acquiesced to the wishes of your 
god, foolish human.” 


Eileen was out cold before the cat stopped circling on top of the blanket to locate its perfect 
place to bed down. 


Eileen watched herself stomp out past the receptionist. She then moved into Dan’s office, 
right through the closed door. Dan was placing a phone call. He did not engage his 
speakerphone, so Eileen could only hear his part of the conversation which ensued. 


“Yea, it’s me. | got a voicemail message that you called. | have an open hour between 
patients so this is a good time for me to talk and | thought it would be a good time for you, 
since you called only a few minutes ago. Is it? 


“Good. 
“| Know. She told me yesterday during our weekly session. How long were you seeing her? 
“Yea, well, you two had a good run, didn’t you? 


“She said she was feeling restless. She didn’t say anything bad about you, just that she felt 
she needed to move on. You okay about it? 


“Good. 
“Yea, | did, in fact. | picked up a new patient recently who's kind of cute.” 
Dan retrieved the pad he took notes on during Eileen’s session. Eileen moved with some 


difficulty behind him and elevated to be able to see the pad over his shoulder. She focused on 
those cryptic scribbles at the top of the page which she glimpsed while she was in his office 
during the prior session. 


She read, “H: dk, shldr / ~5’8” / E: br / Fa: 6 no m.up, could be 8+ with / Fig: ? frmpy clths / 
Leg: ? pnts, flts” 


Dan continued with his phone conversation. 


“She’s only been here twice. Just left before | called you. Let’s see: dark hair, shoulder length; 
about five foot eight, I’d say; brown eyes; face has lots of potential if she would wear a little 
makeup and pluck her eyebrows; can’t tell much about her figure because she dresses in 
frumpy clothes, but I’m guessing she’s got a good body underneath.” 


“Hey, | gotta hit the head. 
“Sure. Take care. Bye.” 


Dan hung up and went into his adjoining, private half-bathroom in the closet. Eileen was so 
livid she was ready to follow him and tell him plainly how disgusted she was with him. 
Immediately recalling she could not speak in a dream, she decided to storm into his office the 
next morning and say what she wished she could say at that moment, even if that meant 
giving him a piece of her mind right in front of anyone there. 


She awoke to the pungent aroma of fish breath. She laid there most of ten minutes, 
recovering as usual, as the cat did its standard, post-breakfast toilette while sharing Eileen’s 
pillow. Eileen’s backup plan in case she was trapped in a dream was for the cat to wake 
Eileen by touching her to demand breakfast, not for the cat to wake her with the 
overwhelming stench of post-breakfast fish breath. Obviously, something did not go according 
to plan. 


“| hadn't expected my sense of smell remaining in the present was going to do me much 
good. Thank you fish-flavored cat food.” 


Later, while gathering her own breakfast, Eileen asked Janice whether she fed the cat, 
knowing Janice must have. Posing this as a question seemed a less confrontational approach 
toward ascertaining what went wrong with the plan. 


“| couldn't sleep this morning, watching the clock creep toward alarm time. So | got up a little 
early and wandered in to the kitchen. The cat heard me and decided it would have breakfast 
early with me. | should have closed the door to your bedroom after | put out the cat’s food -- 
slipped my mind, sorry. Rude awakening?” 


“Let’s just say | bet | could guess which can of cat food you used this morning. It’s alright.” 


It was not alright, but for a completely different reason. Eileen needed a failsafe method to 
prevent being trapped in a dream and, while this first concept worked, that was only 
fortuitously. Had Janice closed Eileen’s bedroom door, what would have happened? -- or, 
more to the point, not happened? 


While eating, Eileen thought about her other plan to storm Dan’s office that morning. Her 
determination to confront him waned. 


“What would | say which wouldn't reveal my source? Now that it’s for damn sure | am not 
going to see him anymore, do | want him to know that my dreams are reality? | haven’t figured 
out yet how | would use them, but | think | would want to preserve my anonymity if and when | 
do use them.” 


After breakfast, Eileen added details about this latest dream into her spreadsheet. A 
comparison with the other rows produced no inconsistencies with the correlations she already 
noted and no new revelations. She sat back in her chair and thought about the big picture. 


“| couldn’t help Renee. Dan should be taken out with the trash and it’s not going to happen. 
This is so frustrating. What is the point of having this power if | can’t use it?” 


The Judy ringtone heralded a common recurrence. 


“Hi, this is Judy. Lots to tell, Eileen, dearie. We're due for one of our heart-to-heart, cousin-to- 
cousin, soul-bearing, routine appointments. Are you free for dinner tonight? If you are working 
today, let’s do it tomorrow.” 


“Sure, okay. I’m off from work tomorrow. Tomorrow night would be fine,” responded Eileen, 
hearing in her own voice that she was not quite masking her lack of enthusiasm as effectively 
as she routinely did. 


“Of course, you wouldn't be able to recognize the difference since you never hear what | say, 
anyway, would you Judy?” Eileen added, but only to herself. 


Then aloud she inquired, “Same time, same place?” 
“Certainly. Wouldn't want to mess with a good thing. See you there, sweetie. Bye.” 
“Dearie? Sweetie? Give me a break,” Eileen scoffed after she hung up. 


The cat usually did not mind when Eileen spoke to herself aloud. This time, however, the cat 
looked askance at its staff member. 


Seeing that, Eileen addressed the cat, “You’re thinking that’s not typical of me to be nasty, 
aren't you, Cat?” 


Neither Janice nor Eileen ever felt it advantageous to give the cat a name, other than “Cat.” It 
was not going to respond to its name, anyway, so why bother? 


“What did she call it? ‘Our heart-to-heart, cousin-to-cousin, soul-bearing, routine 
appointments,’ | think she said. The only thing routine about it is that she routinely calls me for 
dinner whenever she needs to spill her guts to someone, anyone, and no one else is 
available. Oh, and she routinely wants to have dinner together the same night she calls and 
expects | will always be able to accommodate her on short notice because | would never have 
dinner plans of my own. And, | guess, also, she’s routinely right about that. 


“What's not routine today is that | expressed what | was feeling aloud, even if it were only to 
myself -- and you, Cat. Something is going on here. Too bad | picked an asshole therapist 
because | could really use a confidant and advice-giver now. Judy? Yea, right, forget that. 
Janice? It would be so unfair to her. She never burdens me with her problems. 


“Put a cork in it. | gotta keep this to myself, at least until | understand it better. Don’t allow any 
changes to show; not to Judy tomorrow tonight, not to Janice, not to Amanda or Jerry, not to 
anyone. Anyone? Who else is there? 


“The receptionist should be in by now. I'll call and calmly cancel all future appointments. What 
if he asks why? I'll say, ‘My prerogative,’ and leave it at that. He and Dan will not be surprised 
because of the way | acted last time and that will be the end of that.” 


After the terse phone call, Eileen trumpeted, “I’m done with that piece of garbage,” although 
she was not feeling victorious. 


“Same time, same place” came to pass the next evening. Eileen sat down at a booth in the 
“same place” diner located between her shared house and Judy’s apartment, a short walk for 
each of them. It was a little before the “same time” of 7 p.m. 


Judy arrived at her typical interpretation of 7 p.m., fifteen minutes later. She wore too much 
makeup, a too short hemline, and a too provocative top. In addition to “same time, same 
place,” same ill-suited appearance for meeting a cousin at a dump of a diner likewise 
pertained, though without mention. Eileen was dressed comfortably. 


As she warned, Judy had “lots to tell.” Eileen’s takeaway from the dinner’s soliloquy was that 
boyfriend number forty-seven-million didn’t work out -- they dated almost a full month, for 
Heaven's sake -- but boyfriend number forty-seven-million-and-one is simply dreamy. True to 
Eileen’s promise to herself, she behaved outwardly no differently than typical despite her 
attention being immersed in her own tribulations. 


Judy spotted the clock on the wall of the diner and announced she needed to leave. Niceties 
were exchanged perfunctorily as the cousins stepped out of the diner together shortly 
thereafter and the two ladies went their separate ways toward their respective residences. 
Tears streamed of their own accord down Eileen’s face while she slowly walked home in late 
dusk. 


“Everything is so unfair,” she murmured. 


She dried her eyes before entering the house, called out, “I’m home,” received in response a 
mute note on the kitchen table, and went into her own bedroom. Once the tears ceased, the 
transference onto Judy of Eileen’s pent up resentment began. 


Rationally, Eileen realized her antipathy toward Judy resulted from the stress over the past 
couple of months, but it didn’t matter. The intransigence of her emotions-of-late bore a 
resemblance to her cat’s attitude-of-always. 


“Speaking of which,” Eileen reminded herself, “| must be sure to leave the door open for the 
cat tonight. Janice’s note said she would not be coming home tonight. 


“Drained again. Need sleep. It’s so early, though, not even nine o'clock yet. Call it quits for 
tonight, anyway.” 


Back in the diner, Judy announced she needed to leave and the two cousins quickly left 
together. Judy walked toward her apartment. Eileen started moving toward home, like she 
had in reality, but then turned around and followed Judy with ease. 


“How dare you be so self-centered? How could you not see how much | need someone right 
now? someone to talk to, someone to share my burden with.” 


The tirade continued from behind while Judy walked on, Eileen matching her cousin’s 
progress, step for step. Finally, Eileen felt soent. The catharsis from a tirade rarely competes 


with what can be achieved from a good cry. However, when no one hears the tirade except 
the screamer, the two approaches can be comparably effective. She ceased following Judy 
and watched as Judy continued on into the night. 


Without thinking, Eileen swiveled her gaze in the opposite direction and started moving 
toward her own home. There was a man standing on a corner nervously surveilling 
everywhere. Eileen stopped. The man began crossing the street, coming toward her, 
scanning apprehensively. 


Eileen moved quickly toward Judy and passed her, stopping in front of Judy’s apartment 
building, a hundred feet ahead of her cousin. From her vantage point, Eileen could see Judy 
approaching, Judy’s eyes looking straight ahead and toward the ground only; a wise practice 
for someone wearing three-inch stilettos. The man was hastening his pace to catch up to 
Judy. 


Eileen looked around hoping to find someone whose presence might ward off the stalker. She 
saw another man concealing himself in the shadow of the entrance to the apartment building, 
seeming like he knew Judy was approaching even though he could not see her from his blind. 
There was no one else in sight, no one who could offer any assistance. 


The stalker slowed to match Judy’s pace, barely ten steps behind her, always suspiciously 
scanning the surroundings. He was close enough to follow Judy into her building but far 
enough back for her not to discern his presence, given that she was disinterested in anything 
other than spotting cracks and bumps in the sidewalk before they could endanger her. Ironic. 


In desperation, Eileen screeched and waved her arms -- pointlessly, of course. 


Judy reached the entrance. The concealed man lunged at her. She recoiled and shrieked. 
They embraced lovingly. 


“You scared me to death, you miserable prankster,” Judy scolded while maintaining the 
embrace. 


“It serves you right for being late,” the no-longer-concealed man fondly scolded in return. 


“Self, meet boyfriend number whatever,” thought Eileen. “Now we know why she suddenly 
had to leave the diner. That girl is late to everything, isn’t she?” 


Wearing a sly grin, the man asked Judy, “How was your dinner date with your -- who did you 
pretend you were seeing? -- your cousin? your girl cousin? yea, I’m sure.” 


“Do | detect a bit of real jealousy? Nothing is ever said totally in jest. Come on in. You're going 
to have to make it up to me, scaring me like that.” 


“You always dress for action when you meet your girl cousin?” he teased further. 
“Well, one never knows when someone might jump out at her,” she teased back. 
Hearing those words as the couple proceeded into the building startled Eileen. 


“Where's the stalker? | don’t see him anywhere. | was watching the boyfriend from when he 
pounced. The stalker was behind her. Where did he go?” 


Eileen stared down the street where the stalker had been. The boyfriend and Judy walked 
backwards, his arm around her waist, out into the street, they embraced, she shrieked, she 
recoiled, he pounced, and there was the stalker following Judy. 


“How did | do that?” Eileen exclaimed, accompanied by a few involuntary expletives. 


She never before traveled further back in time in a dream than when her dream began; but 
she never before had an interest in doing so, either. 


“That's incredible,” she marveled. “What else can | do | don’t know yet?” 
Her control and clarity waned. 
“Concentrate,” she insisted, refocusing on her search for the stalker. 


The stalker became clearly visible again and Eileen saw him recoil almost as much as Judy 
did when the boyfriend pounced. The stalker discreetly crossed the street and waited at the 
nearest corner, displaying a blend of agitation and contrived nonchalance. Eileen approached 
him, studied him, memorized every detail of his appearance, then “hung out with him,” one 
might say. 


A man passed by. A few cars drove by. A couple strolled by. A young woman marched 
earnestly on the other side of the street. The stalker stalked. Eileen pursued. 


“He’s good. It’s probably the only thing he’s ever been good at in his whole stinking life. The 
woman glances around occasionally, but he’s dressed so darkly and stays close to the walls 
and alcoves without making it obvious to any casual passerby what he is doing. She hasn't 
spotted him. He’s getting closer. Where is she going? There is no one around right now, no 
cars, nothing but little storefronts along this block, all shut down for the night ... and an alley. 


“No! Look over your shoulder. Don’t you hear him yet? Cross the street. Do something. 
Someone be here. A car to drive by, anyone, anything.” 


Eileen stood by in horror, instinctively screamed and yelled, watched briefly, looked around for 
someone to intervene, looked back into the alley, looked away again in disgust, moved closer 
and kicked at him in the side hard enough to cave in his rib cage then pounded at his face 
with her fists hard enough to render his brain matter putrid. Too distraught to helplessly 
witness any more, she retreated from the alley to the street. 


“I'll follow you to your home when you leave her, you pond scum. How | wish | could kill you 
right now.” 


An explanation of why a woman with a penchant for nonviolence became a professional 
security guard would be a long story. Appearing prominently in that story would be that, as a 
young girl, going to the range for sport shooting was the only activity in which Eileen and her 
father bonded. Firing at cardboard cutouts of people during periodic recertification of firearms 
training was completely dissociated in Eileen’s mind from inflicting harm on a fellow human 
and therefore did not imperil her canon of nonviolence. 


It is not unprecedented, however, that when a nonviolent person engages in battle with an 
enemy perceived as incorrigibly evil, a life-long tenet of nonviolence abruptly abandons the 
field. Throughout history, in repressions of minorities and in wars, propaganda galvanized the 
“us” humans into viewing the “them” humans as incorrigibly evil. Witnessing first hand what 
was perpetrated in that alley far more effectively and immediately achieved the same end. 


She did not have long to wait. The rapist exited the alley and hastily crossed the street, turned 
at the next corner, and loped on for several blocks, with Eileen following in lockstep. He 
turned again, entered an apartment building, ascended to the second floor, unlocked a door, 
and was home. 


Eileen passed through the door and cursed him from one end of Hades to the other while he 
caught his breath and popped open a beer. She memorized his apartment number, then went 


downstairs to street level and memorized the rest of his address. 
“Wake up,” she both commanded and implored herself. “Cat, where are you?” 


For no particular reason, she wanted to go home. She took note of where she was, plotted a 
route, and rapidly moved through the grid of streets until she entered her own bedroom. She 
realized she could take a straight path, “as the crow flies,” but she was averse to seeing what 
might be happening in the buildings she would thereby traverse. 


The sight of herself asleep in bed was surreal -- a scene more appropriate for a scary movie. 
The retro-analog alarm clock next to her bed displayed 9:30. 


“It’s only 9:30 in my dream. What time is it in the present?” 


She recalled her prior dreams commenced in the early morning hours of the present, 
regardless of the time in the past which she witnessed in her dreams. 


She stared at the clock, willed herself forward in time, and the clock’s hands began to rotate, 
increasingly faster. Midnight, 1 a.m., 2 a.m., 3, 4. She bolted upright in bed, sending the cat 
leaping off the bed and reflexively running from the room. The clock read 4:40. 


“What was that? What happened?” 


Stunned and amazed, her head fell back on the pillow. There was some disorientation along 
with weakness of muscles like after prior dreams, but those symptoms dissipated much more 
rapidly than in the past -- in less than a half-minute. 


Eileen failed to immediately appreciate that difference because she was out of bed and 
writing at her desk as soon as she could. First, she wrote the address, then the description of 
the rapist, finally all the wheres and hows pertaining to the crime. More in need of sleep than 
when she first went to bed that night, she bravely closed her bedroom door, reset her alarm to 
wake up merely in time to prepare for her next day’s noon-to-midnight shift at work, crawled 
under the covers, and fell asleep almost instantly. 


Her last thought was, “Cat wouldn’t have come back in the room after that, anyway.” 


Chapter 4 


Eileen staggered out of bed and opened her bedroom door. The morning greeted her with 
fresh scratch marks on the outside of her bedroom door; a licked-clean, dry-cat-food dish 
upside-down on the kitchen floor; and an agitated feline criss-crossing in front of each 
cautious step she attempted as she made her way toward the stash of canned cat food. This 
was not a dream; although, for the cat, it was a nightmare. 


“Sorry, Cat. | forgot Janice would not be home this morning.” 


She wanted to deal with her most recent dream, but needed to eat her own breakfast and get 
to work quickly. 


Eileen brought her laptop computer to work, anticipating adding to her spreadsheet during her 
dinner break. In between forkfuls of salad, she recorded the latest dream’s features as a new 
row. 


“So | can travel farther back in time than the dream’s starting point. That’s valuable, I’m sure. | 
had great concentration, except for one brief lapse, and my control and clarity were likewise 
great except during that lapse. That reinforces the pattern from the earlier dreams. 


“| came back to the present and exited the dream on my own. That is the best news. | can’t 
get trapped in a dream anymore. | don’t need to find a failsafe way to prevent that anymore. It 
would have been better to ease back to the present, | suspect, instead of getting the jolt | got 
from crashing through the exit. That couldn’t be good for the heart. I'll have to try to improve 
at that. Except, | didn’t know when the present was. Seeing the clock hands spinning was 
freaky. 


“What happened to the many minutes of recuperating?” 


She studied the column with her estimates of how long it took before the disorientation and 
weakness in her limbs subsided in each of the dreams. 


“The times vary. I’m not seeing a clear pattern yet, other than coming back to the present 
must play a major role since this last dream gave me the shortest recuperating time by far. 


“It's tempting to make another column for how exhausted | feel after these dreams. Maybe, 
even though I’m dreaming and only my sight and hearing are traveling, my body and brain 
feel like all of me went along, anyway. The longer I’m dreaming and the more stress | 
experience in the dream, the more exhausted | feel when | wake from the dream -- as if | 
actually fully-experienced all that happened to me in the dream. That's definitely strange. 
Constantly concentrating is exhausting, too, just by itself.” 


Struck by sudden guilt over her chosen priorities, she exclaimed, “The woman in the alley! 
What happened to her? Go back. Find her. | can’t do that now. Tonight.” 


As soon as she returned home, she sequestered herself in her bedroom, flopped on top of 
her bed, and concentrated on the alley she saw in her dream. Nothing happened. She 
concentrated harder, longer. Nothing happened. 


“What now? Two steps forward, one step back, literally. Why does my power have to be so 
difficult to master? Think. What’s different here?” 


Studying the spreadsheet anew and augmenting the entries with more details from her 
recollections, she puzzled, “What did Dan say? -- that pathetic worm -- we talked during that 
first session about what the first two dreams had in common. He said | wanted something and 
each dream delivered.” 


She studied more. 


“That was true of every dream. But | want something now, too. | want to know what happened 
to the victim. 


“Before that, he said each dream was triggered by something which upset me. Let’s see. True 
of every dream, and true now. 


“| had wondered before whether | only get one shot at each dream’s subject. No, | got two 
dreams about Renee, the second | induced like | tried to now. 


“I’m getting nowhere with this, except frustrated. My dream last night started from the diner. 
Try to start there again.” 


Back on the bed, forcing herself to breathe slowly and deeply, concentrating, the diner 
appeared. The cousins left together. 


“Move on, don’t follow the whole route. Move to the alley entrance and wait for him.” 
She traveled directly to the alley while the rapist was stalking Judy. 


“Now wait for him. No, | don’t need to wait. Travel forward in time.” 


Her control was initially slightly diminished compared with the prior dream of these events. 
Nevertheless, she encountered no major difficulty moving to the alley and even as she willed 
herself into fast forward. Finally, she perceived the woman approaching with the rapist closing 
in. Eileen willed her travel through time to proceed at normal forward speed. 


However, Eileen could not bear to witness again what happened. She moved across the 
street and traveled fast forward in time until the rapist left the alley. She resumed normal 
speed, crossed the street again, and moved into the alley, dreading there might only be a 
body left there. 


The woman passed Eileen’s location hurriedly, almost running, holding in place as best she 
could her torn and disordered clothing. Blood shown around her nose and mouth. Eileen 
followed the woman as she resumed her prior direction before the attack, crossed one street, 
and entered the apartment building on the corner of that intersection. Keys already in hand, 
she entered her apartment, slammed the door, and locked it forcefully. 


Eileen stopped and remorsefully thought, “I don’t need to go in. | don’t want to see what 
happened next.” 


Eileen moved back outside and paused at the grid of mail cubbyholes in the lobby of the 
building. 

“1D, Nestor. You were so close, Ms. Nestor, just one half-block and you would have been 
safe. One miserable half-block.” 


Eileen moved to her home and into her bedroom as quickly as she could control. She 
estimated how long she had been dreaming. 


“But does traveling through time count differently toward elapsed time in the present? I’m 
going to guess it does not and see what happens.” 


She traversed time in fast forward, watching the hands of her alarm clock, then slowed to 
slightly faster than normal speed as she approached the time on the clock she guessed would 
be the present in reality. She exited far less abruptly into the present and out of her dream 
than the prior shocked awakening. 


“Good guess and pretty good estimate, | would say. Encouraging.” 


In just a few seconds, she was up and writing the name and full address of the victim. 
Exhausted yet again after a dream, she was asleep almost before she was in bed. 


The subsequent morning offered no initial relief from the quandary which bedeviled her. 
“Now what do | do? Go to the police? Go to the victim? What would | say? 


“How would | answer the question about how | know the name and address of her attacker? If 
| were to lie and say | was a witness and if | were eventually subpoenaed, would | lie under 
oath? My testimony would surely get shredded because it’s a lie. | must remain anonymous. | 
can’t let anyone know what | can do. 


“But | have to do something. | read a quote somewhere about our world getting worse if good 


people do nothing. Yet stay anonymous. How? 


“| can send her a letter, print it on a blank piece of paper with my left hand, no return address, 
drop it in some random mailbox downtown where there are no cameras to record who used 
the mailbox. | will simply write, ‘| know who attacked you,’ and give his name and address.” 


She wrote the letter immediately and drove off to find a suitable mailbox. 


The excuse she often repeated in her head, “I did what | could,” wore thinner each time she 
played it. Four days after mailing the letter, that recording was too scratched to play again. 


“My letter should have arrived by today, probably yesterday. How can | find out whether that 
pond scum was apprehended yet? I’m not about to deal with that police sergeant again, that’s 
for sure.” 


After Janice went out for the night, Eileen made herself comfortable on top of her bed and 
concentrated on the apartment building where the victim lived. Nothing. 


“| still can’t make this work. Do | have to start from the diner every time?” 


She concentrated on the diner and saw the cousins leaving together, then she headed for the 
victim’s apartment building. Her initial control was perceptively poorer than during her prior 
dream and annoyance grew over having to start at the diner. Her concentration drifted in and 
out. 


She finally arrived at the building, stationed her gaze at the grid of mail cubbyholes, and 
struggled to control her ascent in time toward the present. She tried to maintain the fastest 
speed which still allowed her to be aware of people checking their cubbyholes. Each time she 
detected a person near the victim’s cubby hole, Eileen slowed down or backed up in time to 
see whether that person was the victim. Struggling with her control made this inherently 
tedious task all the more difficult, too difficult. She returned home and eased back into the 
present. 


Up from the bed almost immediately, she entered this latest attempt as a new row in her 
spreadsheet and recommenced searching for correlations. 


“It's been four days. I’m trying to go back farther in time than the last two dreams. But | went 
back even farther in the fourth dream -- that dream started eight days prior. Initial control in 
that dream was also bad, actually somewhat worse, according to what | wrote. 


“Wait, the second and fifth dreams were the worst of all for initial control and they each started 
less than a day prior to present time when | dreamed them. Oh, but they both started much 
farther away in distance, more than any of the other dreams. 


“It’s either/or -- worse control the further back in time or the farther away in distance | try to 
dream. Add that to the need for concentration and focus. That’s got to be it. 


“Now, why can’t | start from her apartment building instead of having to start at the diner?” 


Eileen enthusiastically sifted for patterns. Achieving success is a great motivator for pursuing 
additional success. 


“What else is different now than in earlier dreams? All of me was physically at the diner while 


only my sight and hearing were at her apartment building. Is that a clue? 


“Had | always been physically at the starting place for each of the other dreams before | 
dreamed about those places? Yes! ... no. Not the fourth dream. | was right there for that 
dream, in my car, at the actual place where | wanted the dream to start. But it wouldn't. It only 
started when | was recalling seeing Renee in real life. 


“What's the difference between those two? | succeeded in starting a dream from where | had 
been when | saw Renee and | failed to start a dream where | actually was. That doesn’t make 
sense. No, | mean yes, it does. 


“| failed when | tried to start a dream from where and when a prior dream left off. | succeeded 
in starting a dream from where and when | actually was. It isn’t enough to have physically 
been at the starting point or even being at the starting point. | also have to start a dream from 
the time | was -- or am -- actually there. | think | got it now. 


“If | had tried to start a dream from the present time and from the place of sitting in my car, | 
could have gone back in time from there and followed Renee. That’s it. | can only start a 
dream someplace I’ve been, or am, but | have to concentrate on when | was or am there, 
too.” 


Although going out late at night was not her preference, especially the night before a work 
day, excitement grabbed the car keys and drove her to the victim’s building. She parked 
around the corner and ambled completely around the block, thinking that would be less 
conspicuous than stopping at the building and returning to her car. It did not occur to her that 
the rapist might be prowling in that same area again. 


Home again and feeling like she did at her birthday party when her father dragged in a large, 
wrapped present in the shape of the bicycle she wanted so badly, she jumped on her bed and 
began concentrating on the entrance to the victim’s apartment building when she walked past 
it while circumnavigating that block. She moved through the front door and fixed her gaze on 
the mail cubbyholes in the lobby area of the building. She willed herself into fast reverse 
through time. Her dream complied with her will, easily at first, although becoming gradually 
somewhat contrary as she traveled further back. 


The tedium of changing travel speeds repetitively was still a challenge, as people stopping at 
the mail cubbyholes needed to be seen clearly. Disappointingly, there was no trace of the 
victim at all this day. At last, she spotted the victim picking up her mail the prior day. 


Glancing outside through the lobby windows, Eileen could tell it was early evening. Ms. 
Nestor looked like she was arriving home from work, wherever that was. She looked well. No 
one seeing Nestor at that moment could have suspected what she had recently experienced. 
She gathered her mail and entered her apartment. Eileen followed. 


The woman opened Eileen’s envelope absent-mindedly. Eileen figured Nestor expected the 
letter to be a worthless advertisement. 


The letter dropped from Nestor’s hands seconds later accompanied by the plaintive shriek, 
“No, no, no. Leave me alone.” 


Nestor scooped up the letter and tore it into shreds, ran to her bathroom, and slammed the 


door shut. Eileen left. 
Eileen achieved a soft landing in the present in her room. 


Neither disorientation nor weakness kept her lying in bed, yet there she stayed, mumbling, 
“I’m so sorry.” 


Two days later, Eileen returned home from an afternoon of keeping busy followed by her 
usual, day-off, jogging routine. A note from Janice awaited on the kitchen table explaining she 
was having dinner with her friend and would be home in the morning. Eileen heated up dinner 
for herself which she ate while staring blankly at the wall, scenes from the past few weeks 
flashing in her mind as if it were a music playlist being sampled in random order. 


Dishes cleaned, she got in her car and drove. She had no plan. 


It happens to everyone from time to time. While driving, one zones out for a while, still driving 
adequately safely. Suddenly, the driver realizes s/he has no recollection of driving the past 
few miles. 


Eileen suddenly realized she was driving past the building where the rapist lived. She parked 
across the street within sight of the building’s entrance. Looking at that entrance induced a 
recollection of wanting to kill him while she witnessed what he did in the alley. She quickly 
also recalled why her “better self’ thoroughly dismissed that notion the subsequent morning 
when her clearer head considered that vigilantes go to jail, among other dissuasions. 


The tug of war between vengefulness and rationality raged as she unwittingly drifted off, 
floated out of her car, then across the street, and into the rapist’s apartment. No one was 
there. She realized she was dreaming and took control, willed herself back outside to the 
building’s entrance, and decided to travel back in time while watching for him, like she 
watched for his victim to pick up her mail. 


“No, there’s a better way. Be in his apartment so you don’t have to keep slowing down and 
speeding up to check out everyone who comes by. | should have done it that way last time -- 
dummy.” 


Watching a digital clock in the apartment, she traveled back less than an hour before the 
rapist entered his apartment, walking backwards. Eileen stopped, switched gears to forward, 
and began to follow him walking forward into the street. She paid careful attention to his route. 


Increasingly nervous, she thought, “What am | doing? | don’t know how to tail someone 
without being spotted. Wait, what am | afraid of? No one can see me. I’m the perfect tailing 
artist.” 


Nerves steadied at first and then renewed the alarm, but for a different reason. 


“He’s prowling. I’m sure of it. What can | do to stop him this time. Go back to the car and wake 
up. Get your gun. Where’s my gun? | didn’t bring it. It’s at home. Drive home and get it. So 
you can do what? Am | going to shoot him? Seriously? 


“What happened just now? What is he doing?” 
The answer became obvious. He spotted a woman alone and began stalking her. 


“What time is this? How long ago was this?” 


Eileen reflexively moved her sight toward where her wrist would be. There was no wrist to 
look at. 


Impatient and worried, she sped up as much as she could while still staying with him and 
noting the route, as he clandestinely followed the woman. Every block along the side streets 
had an alley mid block. An alley loomed as Eileen continued to rush forward in time. 


Disembodied Eileen crashed into the present and was back in her car, startled. The effects of 
the jolt masked the accompanying disorientation and weakness, though all impairments 
subsided in less than ten seconds. She leaped out of her car and ran the half-mile to the 
imminent alley from her dream, detouring momentarily to pick up a three-foot-long rebar rod 
she spotted in a discard pile at a construction site along the way. 


A muffled, choking scream came from the alley as Eileen arrived. Infused with adrenaline- 
fueled audacity, she ran into the alley. The woman was on her back on the ground, the rapist 
on top of her. Enraptured and engrossed, with both hands grasping the woman’s throat and 
his back to the alley’s entrance, he did not see Eileen enter the alley. 


He heard her steps running toward him, though, and reacted quickly. He twisted his torso and 
face toward the charging woman. Simultaneously he put his left hand on the ground and 
began pushing himself upward into a standing position while he reached for and began 
extracting a gun from his pocket with his right hand. 


With a swing of the rebar rod, Eileen smashed his head, knocking him onto his back. The gun 
flew out of his hand, landing harmlessly several feet away. 


Both the victim and her attacker were unconscious lying on the ground, the former from 
choking and the latter from a powerful blow delivered by a furious, former starting-left-fielder 
for her college women’s softball team. 


Perhaps the travesty of justice suffered by Renee after she defended herself from her 
husband played mightily within Eileen’s subconscious at that instant. A switch flipped in her 
brain, “RUN!” She turned, still carrying the rebar, and ran to the entrance of the alley. Then 
she stopped and was lucid for the first time that night. 


She flipped the hood of her jacket over her head, used her sleeve to wipe off her fingerprints 
from the part of the rebar she held, took a tissue from her pocket so she could avoid putting 
fingerprints on it anew as she quietly placed it in a nearby garbage barrel after seeing that no 
one was around or driving by. She went briskly but inconspicuously back to her car; taking a 
longer, Zig-zagging route and staying within shadows as much as possible. She drove home, 
always under the speed limit, making completely full stops at every stop sign she 
encountered, and being sure not to enter any intersection after the traffic light turned yellow. 


She remembered her high school driving class instructor and laughed nervously, “He’d be so 
proud.” 


Even before Eileen arrived home, post-adrenaline-rush tremors already competed with post- 
trauma hysteria for the unenviable title of “condition most effectively turning the bearer into a 
blathering mess.” 


“| should turn myself in. Get back in the car and drive to the police station. | left the scene, just 
like Renee did. If | get caught, it will look as bad for me as it did for her; no, worse -- I’m not in 
shock like she was, so | will appear more calculating and that | planned the whole thing. If | 


turn myself in before they suspect me, | could claim | was not thinking clearly at the time and 
reacted over-emotionally and ran. 


“Over-emotionally? Really? I’m going to claim | was a girl who didn’t know any better and my 
hormones were raging and what can you expect from a girl? Puhleeze! 


“Whether or not | get off, if | turn myself in, my name would become public record. A relative 
or friend of the rapist could seek revenge against me, or against Janice, burn down our 
house. | can’t take that chance. | won't turn myself in. I'll hope they don’t find me. 


“What if they do? | have no alibi. | would say | was home alone all night. Who’s to know 
differently? Innocent until proven guilty. 


“But if the police find me, it would only be because some surveillance cameras recorded me, 
maybe running from my car to the alley. | wasn’t wearing the jacket hood over my head then. 
Stupid. Maybe a camera recorded me picking up that rebar. If | lie about being at home, they 
would know it was a lie and it would look really bad for me. ‘Why is she lying to us? What is 
she hiding?’ 


“Turn myself in, tell the truth. ‘The truth will set you free.’ That line is famous for a good 
reason. What truth? That | dreamed he was attacking her and ran a half-mile to her defense? 
Who’s going to believe that? ‘No, officer, | didn’t plan to save a fair damsel in distress when | 
drove over there this evening; but | couldn't just sit in my car Knowing what was happening a 
half-mile away.’ Yea, right. That'll float about as well as a grand piano in a canoe going 
through a waterfall. 


Why were you parked across the street from the apartment where that man lived?’ What 
would | say to that? ‘Well, officer, it was a lovely evening, so | went for a drive and got tired, 
started feeling drowsy, found the first place to park and took a nap, just like you saw in the 
surveillance camera of me in my car. You wouldn't want poe liddle ole me fallin’ asleep at the 
wheel, now woodja?’ 


“Whether | turn myself in or don’t turn myself in, | can’t lie, | would be busted; and | can’t tell 
the truth, everyone would conclude | lied -- no person can have dreams like mine. 


“Renee defended herself against her attacker, her husband. | only defended another person. 
What | did was less easily justified and Renee didn’t get off. | can’t afford a good attorney any 
more than she could. That snot-nose police sergeant would have a field day. 


“They would see me as a vigilante. Police and prosecutors and judges hate vigilantes worse 
than real criminals. Vigilantes make them all look bad. We get the bad guy while the police 
often don’t find enough evidence to charge a criminal, prosecutors sometimes botch the 
prosecution or negotiate a slap-on-the-wrist plea because they either don’t have enough 
evidence or are too overloaded with cases, judges throw out evidence or dismiss charges 
sometimes on ridiculous ‘technicalities.’ 


“If they do convict a criminal and he completes his sentence, we say he paid his debt to 
society. What debt did he pay? He didn't pay the victims of his crime. All he did was get his 
food, housing, clothing, medical care, and whatever else paid for by his victims and the rest of 
the taxpayers. He didn’t pay his debt while he was in prison -- he ran up a tab, a very 
expensive one. 


“So we have criminals out on the street who ‘paid their debt to society’ with rap sheets longer 
than any kid’s wish list for Santa Claus, and with no chance of getting legal employment. This 
is what the criminal justice system gives us. It isn’t hard for a vigilante to make that system 


look terrible in comparison. 


“If the police, prosecutors, or judges screw up, what happens to them? They don't get jailed, 
they don’t get fined, most of the time they don't lose their jobs. If a vigilante screws up, it’s 
really bad for the vigilante. The vigilante has more at stake. The vigilante has more incentive 
to get it right. 


“| can’t believe I’m saying these things. | never approved of vigilantes. | beat the crap out of 
one rapist and | do a complete turn-around? 


“We can’t have ordinary people taking justice into their own hands -- no trial, no rules, pure 
anarchy. Remember?” 


A long-overdue pause poked its head up like a submarine’s periscope to see if it was safe to 
surface. It was not. 


“All she had to do was use my letter and turn the bastard in to the police. She could have put 
an end to this before he attacked another woman tonight. ‘Leave me alone,’ she screamed. 
Leave you alone? What about the woman tonight? What about me now? You selfish bitch. 


“Listen to me. I’m blaming a rape victim. How cruel can | be? | don’t know what to think. 


“What about the woman tonight? She was unconscious when | left. Was she alive? Did she 
survive? Was the bastard dead? | should have hit him again to make sure. | could have shot 
him with his own gun. | think | saw where it went. Did anyone report it to the police? Is the 
woman still lying there and no one knows where she is? 


“Find out. Dream about it.” 


That was not going to happen anytime soon. She flopped onto her bed but her concentration 
bounced around like a handball played in an indoor court. 


“Turn myself in. Don’t turn myself in. Why am | being tormented over this. He was raping her. | 
stopped him. | should be a hero.” 


Exhaustion finally imposed a critically-needed, soporific truce. 


From the entrance of the alley, Eileen saw the rapist and his latest victim lying on the ground. 
No one else was there yet. She moved in to the alley and waited. People began arriving: a 
detective, another detective, an ambulance. The victim was taken away by the ambulance. 
The rapist remained. Another man entered the alley. 


“Ah, Lieutenant, so nice of you to join us as we happily sort out this latest nefarious deed.” 


“Ryan, your sarcasm is hard to take during regular working hours. At this hour, it’s 
unbearable. Fill me in.” 


“The woman standing over there talking with Kaden called it in. She’s got quite a tale about 
how she discovered the bodies. You'll need to hear that for yourself. I’m not going to spoil it 
for you. I'll tell you this, though, she didn’t call 911; just a routine call to the station. Odd. 


“Anyway, | was first on the scene, Kaden arrived a few minutes later. | found two bodies on 
the ground, one female and one male. The female was lying over there, alive but 


unconscious. She had bruising on her throat, obviously choked. | called for an ambulance. 
The ambulance took her to emergency a few minutes ago, still unconscious. 


“This is the male. He’s dead. We have not moved the body yet except to check his pockets. 
We found this driver’s license on him.” 


“I'll take that with me back to the station and run it through the data bases. How did he die?” 


“There’s no mystery about how the male died. His head is smashed. Blood spatters along the 
ground here indicate the killer struck from his right side, and the pattern on the male’s face 
indicates the killer hit the male with something thin and very hard. No additional wounds were 
obvious when we searched for the ID, so it looks like the killer did the job with only one blow. | 
expect that will be confirmed when they examine the body.” 


“What about the female? What was her condition, other than being unconscious.” 


“Her clothes were torn up or torn off. The male has his pants down, as you can see, and he’s 
hanging in the breeze.” 


“What do you and Kaden make of this whole thing? A Good Samaritan walked along the 
street, heard or saw the attack in progress, snuck up on the male and hit him with something 
handy?” 


“Kaden is leaning toward that explanation, but | think it was a vigilante. A Good Samaritan 
would be more likely to stick around, or at least call it in immediately. 


“If | had to guess, I’d say the weapon was a rod from a construction site, maybe one of those 
narrow bars with ridges they use in setting a concrete foundation. I'll double check, but | 
believe the nearest construction site is several blocks away, east of here. How many Good 
Samaritans pick up something like that when they go past a construction site just on the 
chance they might stumble onto a rape in progress?” 


“A Good Samaritan might have spotted the rod and wanted to bring it home for a planter, or 
whatever reason? | think a vigilante would have come armed with a different weapon, one 
that wouldn't have been so conspicuous and unwieldy. A gun would suit a vigilante much 
better. He wouldn't have to get close enough to his target to hit him with a rod. Also, I’m 
skeptical a vigilante would want to experience the results of his handiwork up close and 
personal. For most people, smashing someone’s head like that would not be the first choice 
of how to kill.” 


“| hope you’re right, Lieutenant. Otherwise, we have a psycho vigilante on the loose who gets 
his kicks from beating a face into pulp.” 


“Hey, Lieutenant. I’m done with the caller now. She’s a doozy. You ready for this?” 


“Thank you, Kaden, but no. I'll read about it in your report, I’m sure. What | care about now is 
getting this wrapped up before any reporter gets a whiff of it. Ryan, you go to the emergency 
room and see if you can get a statement from the victim if she regains consciousness. Kaden, 
station yourself at the entrance to the alley and fend off any gawkers. Don’t use tape to 
cordon it off. Let's not draw any more attention than necessary. The M.E. should be here 
soon. Once the body is bagged and gone, check out the alley and see if you turn up anything 
of interest. 


“I’m heading to the station now to check the male’s driver’s license. Let me know if either of 
you learn anything earth-shattering. Oh, and Ryan, keep your theory -- about this being the 
work of a vigilante -- to yourself, at least until we Know more.” 


With all three dispersing from the alley, morbid curiosity coaxed Eileen to move to the body on 
the ground and see what damage she had done. Eileen was not one to faint at the sight of 
blood, but even with what little light filtered into the alley from the street, the remnant of the 
rapist’s face was not a view to dwell on. 


“How did | do that?” she wondered and quickly turned away. “Glad | didn’t see that before; | 
mean, when | did it. Glad my stomach isn’t with me now. 


“What was the story the ‘doozy’ told? She’s gone now.” 


Eileen moved to where the caller spoke with detective Kaden and traveled fast reverse in time 
until the two initially appeared together at that location. She willed herself into normal forward 
time speed and eavesdropped on their conversation. 


“Yes, | did. | called the police station at precisely 9:48. | know it was 9:48 because | always 
keep my clocks on time. | call for the official time every day.” 


“Yes, Ma’am. | am aware you called the police station and I’m certain it was precisely the time 
you said it was. How did you discover the bodies?” 


“| was sitting in my apartment watching television. | live on the second floor in that building. 
You see the little bathroom window with the green lace curtain? That’s mine. Each of the 
apartments which line this alley have only one window over the alley, and they’re all bathroom 
windows. They are small windows to give people some privacy while still allowing a bit of 
cross ventilation, if you know what | mean. No one would want to have a view of the alley, 
anyway, and especially not into each other’s apartments. That was smart design, don’t you 
think?” 


“Yes, Ma’am. How did you discover the bodies?” 
Detective Ryan walked over and joined Detective Kaden at this point. 


“The bodies? Yes, I’m getting to that. | didn’t hear anything in the alley -- the television was 
on, like | said, and | tend to listen to it louder than most people do, | guess, people told me. 
And | didn’t look out the window, at least not at first. But | have a sixth sense. Not like in the 
movie where that poor little boy saw dead people. Had me completely fooled until the ending. 
Did you see that movie?” 


“Yes, Ma’am. | would greatly appreciate it if you could simply tell me how you discovered the 
bodies.” 


Detective Ryan slipped away and found other things -- any other things -- which he could do 
and remain out of earshot of the ongoing “deposition.” 


Eileen considered, “Maybe she does have a sixth sense. | wouldn’t have believed anyone 
could travel back in time through dreams.” 


Eileen listened a minute longer. 
“Nope,” she decided, and moved away from the pair, too. 


Eileen looked for the rapist’s gun. She recalled he took it out of his pocket with his right hand 
and started to brandish it, swiveling the barrel of the gun toward her direction just as she hit 

him with her rebar rod. The momentum of his hand pulling the gun out would have caused it 
to go flying off to the right, assuming he let go of it in the instant her blow struck his head. 


She moved in that direction, searching. She saw it against the wall at that side of the alley, in 
a deep shadow. She stayed near the gun to watch whether anyone would find it. 


“Don’t want this left here for some kid to find. | would have to come back myself and pick it up 
if no one finds it. | don’t want to get near this alley and possibly raise suspicion.” 


She willed herself into fast forward time travel speed and witnessed again the Lieutenant 
arriving and then leaving. Ryan left to go to the hospital. The Medical Examiner’s employees 
arrived, bagged the body, and left. Detective Kaden started his search of the alley, as 
directed. 

She slowed to normal forward time speed. 

“| wish | could will the detective to come here and find the gun.” 

She tried. 

“Well, clearly, that is not part of my power. Too bad. It would have come in handy.” 


Detective Kaden had a mammoth flashlight and was thorough. Meticulously following an 
imaginary grid on the alley ground, he eventually came across the gun. Eileen breathed a 
sigh of relief. 


Kaden took out a clear, plastic bag from his pocket, turned it inside out, and used it to pick up 
the gun the same way responsible dog-walkers pick up after their dogs. Kaden sniffed the 
barrel of the gun before sealing the bag -- a significant difference between his method and 
that of dog-walkers, thankfully. 


His phone rang. He answered, put the phone in speaker mode, placed it on the ground, 
stayed in his crouch with his flashlight cradled between his head and shoulder, leaving him 
free to use both hands to examine the gun through the plastic bag. 


“Kaden, has the M.E. arrived yet?” 


“Yea. The body’s gone. The lady who called it in is gone, presumably back in her apartment 
conducting a seance to thank her guardian angel she said alerted her to look out her 
bathroom window and spot the bodies in the alley.” 


Eileen chuckled, “Glad | didn’t stick around longer to hear all about that.” 


“Listen, Lieutenant, | found a gun in the alley. There’s no smell of gunpowder so it hasn't been 
fired any time recently. The safety was off and it has a full clip. Give me a second, here. Yea, 
the serial number is filed off.” 


“Finish up looking around as soon as you can. Let’s not have any other weapon hanging 
around. Bring the gun in later, though. I’m sending you the address of another crime scene -- 
unusually busy tonight. Officers are on the scene.” 


Kaden put the bagged gun in a pocket, picked up his phone, switched off the speakerphone, 
stood and resumed his grid search while he continued his phone conversation. 


“Got it. What about Ryan? Any news from him at the hospital? 
“That's great. Full recovery expected? 
“Fantastic. Did she know her attacker? 


“Wrong place, wrong time. Damn shame. At least we won't need to urge her to relive it with a 
lineup or trial. What did you learn about the dead male? 


“Registered sex offender out on parole, who’da thunk? How much effort are we going to 
devote to finding the fine, upstanding citizen who did us all a favor and eliminated that scum 


bag? 
“So, case closed? 


“Works for me. I'll turn in the gun when | get back after this next investigation and fill out my 
report when | get a chance. Okay. I’m done with my search now. On my way.” 


Euphoria, albeit muted -- Eileen was still only dreaming, after all -- permeated her mind. She 
moved to her bedroom, still nonplussed by the sight of herself lying on her bed, patiently 
traveled forward in time a little faster than normal speed until awake. 


After the series of frustrations and repeatedly being thwarted in wanting to use her dreams 
beneficially, she succeeded. She contemplated putting her power to good use in the future, 
trying to envision other, plausible scenarios. Exhaustion overcame euphoria. 


Eileen fell back asleep thinking, “I could be a super crime fighter; or, | don't know, something.’ 


Chapter 5 


Euphoria reemerged after a night of refreshing sleep. 


Over the subsequent month, no opportunities to employ her power fell into Eileen’s lap. A few 
times, she brainstormed, wanting to proactively create opportunities; however, the path to 
Superman’s “Truth, justice, and the American way” obstinately ran in the opposite direction of 
the path to maintaining her anonymity. No disguise as a mild-mannered-anyone would 


conceal her identity if she were to blatantly use what she might learn with her power. 


She decided that hunting down, passing judgement, and executing the sentence herself on 
those she might deem deserving was out of the question. A shuddering pit opened inside her 
whenever she recalled what she already did no matter how often she assured herself it was 
justified. Besides, reality being drastically different than movies and television, she was well 
aware she was not some former CIA operative or Mafia hit woman with an outrageously 
implausible skill set, pursuing bad guys who never shoot accurately. 


She wavered briefly on her self-imposed requirement to maintain her anonymity, even 
entertained approaching the detectives and offering to help with unsolved cases. 


“It’s not like I’ve got anything to hide from the police ... other than | killed a rapist, oops. But, 
still, the detectives have no interest in pursuing that case. Would they take my offer seriously? 
‘Sure, lady, you can be a lot of help. Why don’t you start by helping me find my TV remote 
controller?” 


Euphoria tapered into guarded optimism, zeal into hopeful anticipation, and invincibility into 
wary courage. Still, those residual emotions were more than adequate to light her up when 
her RSS feed from the local newspaper revealed breaking news about a missing child. 


Then, quickly, she expressly dimmed her glow and absolved herself of the obvious incongruity 
by thinking, “It’s not that I’m pleased that a child is missing, of course.” 


Moments later, Janice looked up from reading the morning newspaper at the kitchen table as 
her daughter dashed by, keys in hand, heading for the front door. 


When Eileen finished college and moved in with Janice, the home’s indigenous culture 
changed in various ways. For example, Janice discovered that asking where her daughter 
was going was no longer appropriate. Nevertheless, mother and daughter routinely and 
voluntarily provided each other with information on their intended whereabouts without being 


asked. Rebelliousness need not preclude prudence. With Eileen in such a hurry and about to 
exit the house without volunteering, Janice’s only acceptable option was to inquire more 
generally. 


“Are you alright?” 

That tactic worked. 

“There’s a child missing. I’m going to help search for her.” 

“Good luck, hope you succeed.” 

The front door was already closed before Janice’s well wishes were concluded. 

In her car and on the road a minute later, Eileen asked herself, “Wait. Where am | going?” 
She pulled over and reread aloud the RSS bulletin on her phone. 


Three year old girl. Last seen at Sullivan Park around 3 p.m. yesterday.’ What? They are just 
now alerting the community?” 


A half-hour later, Eileen pulled into a parking spot in the lot at Sullivan Park, cut the engine, 
stepped out of her car, and confronted a scene already crawling with volunteers searching for 
the missing child. The immediate dilemma was finding a safe place without distractions so 
she could force a dream. 


“The car. That would be the only place | might be undisturbed by all these people. Where 
should | park the car? If | stay in the parking lot, there will be people coming and going all 
around here. Now that I’ve been here, | can have a dream which can start from this spot at 
this time even though I’m elsewhere. But if | go too far away, | will waste valuable time driving 
back here when | find out where to look.” 


She got back in her car, left the parking lot, drove two blocks away and parked along a curb in 
a quiet neighborhood. Leaving the driver’s window rolled down a couple of inches for fresh air, 
she concentrated on where and when she was in Sullivan Park a few minutes earlier, 
imagining herself backing out of her parking space in the lot. The dream commenced. 


She traveled fast reverse in time thinking, “Last seen around 3 p.m. How will | know when it’s 
3 p.m.? | don’t see any clocks in the park. Here comes sunrise. It’s dark now. Come on, come 
on. Finally getting lighter again. It seems like my control is slipping a little as | go further back 
in time, but it’s still good. 


“People mostly walking backward toward the park. That means in their regular world, they 
would be leaving the park -- going home for dinner, perhaps? Six-ish in the afternoon? Lots 
more kids in the park now -- school let out and kids are hanging out in the park, | bet. Keep 
going back in time until there are far fewer kids. There. Stop. This should be around 3 p.m., 
just before school lets out and the kids start arriving. Continue back slowly now. Watch for a 
little girl. 


“There’s one. No, that’s a boy. Hey, Mom, your son is way overdue for a haircut. He’s too 
young to be making a fashion statement. 


“| wish the bulletin included a photo of the girl. There’s a sweet looking dog on the loose. 
Looks like a young beagle. Nose to the ground, like always for that breed. Leash trailing 
behind it on the ground. Somebody let go of the leash and is going to have quite a time 
retrieving that dog. Most beagles will not return or respond to their names when tracking a 
scent. 


“There she is. That’s gotta be her. Stop. Go forward at normal time speed. The girl was 
holding the leash, walking the beagle. The dog got a whiff of something and took off, pulling 
its leash our of her hand. She’s following the dog, calling to it. The dog’s name is ‘Bagel?’ 
Bagel the beagle? Whatever. The dog is faster than she is. No one is noticing this. She’s 
following the dog into the forest. Follow her.” 


Traveling fast forward through time became more challenging while simultaneously 
constraining herself to both keep the girl in front of her and noting where she went. As if that 
were not enough of a challenge, the beagle did not stick to any worn path which Eileen would 
later be able to retrace once she would return to the present. The dog tracked a scent ever- 
deeper into a featureless forest. She gave up on trying to commit to memory where they were 
going and was therefore able to increase her fast forward speed appreciably by concentrating 
solely on the little girl. 


“Bagel lost the scent. It was probably a deer. A rabbit or squirrel would not have gone this far.” 


The girl caught up to the beagle and grabbed its leash. Eileen willed herself into normal 
forward time travel speed. Bagel came back joyfully to the girl as if communicating how much 
the dog enjoyed being allowed to go on that hunt. The girl then realized their predicament. 


“Bagel, how do we get back to Mommy?” 


Eileen interpreted the beagle’s expressive eyes to say, “I know something is frightening you, 
but | don’t know what you want me to do to help.” 


The pair wandered in the forest together, one periodically calling, “Mommy,” the other 
periodically making a sound that was mostly baying but with an undertow of barking mixed in. 


The dog picked up a scent and the little girl held on to the leash this time, following hopefully, 
expecting Bagel was heading back to her mother. A few minutes later, that trail went cold, too. 
Eileen willed herself into fast forward. Several scents were followed and lost, in succession, 
taking the pair in random directions -- whatever direction each new-found critter’s scent led. A 
beagle’s instinct to track animal scents is very strong. 


Dusk encroaches more rapidly in a forest than in the open. The girl slumped onto the ground, 
her back propped against a large tree. She cried. The dog, with its enchanting, brown eyes 
riveted on the girl’s face, sat in front of her. 


If not for Eileen’s sight being eyeless during her dreams, her own tears would have blurred 
her sight. As it was, only Eileen’s composure blurred while witnessing this scene. 


The girl cried herself to sleep and the beagle snuggled up to her to keep her warm before 
falling asleep as well. 


Fast forwarding to daylight, Eileen saw the two companions still there, the girl asleep, the dog 
alert while staying on post. Loyalty in time of need displaced searching for scents as the top 
priority. 


“| wish | could know what time it was at this moment in the past. How am | going to find them 
in the present? Where are they? Can | elevate above the trees and look for a landmark?” 


Yes, she could; and, yes, she did. 


“They are only a hundred yards or so from the reservoir. That’s good. Which direction on the 
compass? Let’s see, the sun is ...” 


She woke from her dream into a daze. A muffled voice was speaking; muffled not just 


because of Eileen’s disorientation, but because the voice was coming from the other side of 
her car’s driver’s-side window. Eileen’s peripheral vision caught a glimpse of something being 
retracted through the opening she had left at the top of her window for fresh air. 


She heard the voice again, now marginally intelligibly asking, “Ma’am, do you need medical 
assistance?” 


“What? No, no, I’m alright. | mean I'll be fine. | just need a few minutes.” 


That reassurance transformed the “Ma’am” in the car from a woman plausibly needing 
assistance into a plausibly suspicious person in the assessment of the police officer standing 
next to Eileen’s car. His baton correspondingly transformed from its prior role as a gentle prod 
to a potential enforcer which he then held at the ready. 


He backed away toward the rear of the car just to be clear of the driver’s door. 
“Please step out of the car, Ma’am.” 

Still disoriented and weak, Eileen realized she could not comply with that request yet. 
“Please, officer, give me just a couple of minutes.” 


Then she managed to think clearly enough to realize she needed an excuse to justify her 
request. She surprised herself with how well suited was the first idea that came to her mind. 


“It’s a bit of morning sickness, I’m afraid. Sorry. | just need to let my stomach calm down for a 
few minutes before | can stand up. Neither of us would enjoy what would happen if | tried to 
stand right now.” 


“| doubt morning sickness works that way, but what would he know about it?” she thought. 
“The anticipation of having me throw up all over him should buy me the time | need. How long 
will it be?” 


The officer, caught between wanting to rectify this affront to his authority and the image of 
returning to the police station reeking, impatiently stood by, glancing around nervously, 
dreading someone might behold his emasculation -- at least that is how he perceived the 
situation. 


Eileen attempted to pass the time by recalling past experiences of disorientation and 
weakness, then attempting to guess how long the condition would take to pass in this 
instance. The former attempt succeeded, but the disorientation, albeit gradually diminishing, 
and the pressure of the situation prevented the latter attempt from succeeding. 


Five more minutes passed tensely, feeling much longer to both of them. Eileen opened the 
car door and slowly emerged onto wobbly legs -- a condition she exaggerated purposely. 


“’m much better now, officer. Thank you for your patience.” 
“Driver’s license and registration please, Ma’am.” 


Eileen said nothing and complied as quickly as she could. Every second wasted here was 
delaying her helping find the child. 


“You don’t live in this neighborhood,” he said while examining her driver’s license. “What are 
you doing here?” 


“Damn it, why do you care?” she thought, then replied aloud, “I was driving ...” 
“| could tell him | was at the reservoir a little while ago and heard the little girl and was on my 


way to tell the people at the park looking for her. No, he knows my name and address. | can’t 
do that and remain anonymous. That wouldn't work anyway. If | were coming from the 
reservoir, | already overshot the park by two blocks.” 


In stressful circumstances, human brains either process information at accelerated pace or 
not at all. 


In this situation, Eileen’s brain processed her options in merely two seconds and she 
continued, “... and | started to experience the early warning signs of morning sickness. So | 
pulled off the main road and parked to wait it out. | guess | must have fallen asleep. I’m 
feeling fine now. May | go?” 


“That was a mighty sound sleep, Ma’am. | called to you through your window several times, 
loud, and you didn’t wake up until | poked you with my baton. Have you been taking drugs or 
drinking?” 

“Jeez, leave me alone. I’ve got to save that kid. What do | tell him? Sleeping pills, last night, 
and they were still affecting me. No, then | shouldn’t have been driving.” 


This second delay in responding did not come across to the officer as innocuously as the prior 
delay. 


“Please walk over to the sidewalk, Ma’am. Now walk along the line in the concrete, stepping 
only on the line.” 


“How do | get this jerk to leave me alone? I’m glad he didn’t ask me to do that as soon as | got 
out of the car. There, are you happy now?” 


Eileen’s demeanor did not betray her thoughts, fortunately. She did her best to avoid 
antagonizing him. He handed back her documents and dismissed her politely. She got back in 
her car and watched the officer briefly. 


“He’s patrolling the neighborhood, presumably as part of searching for the missing girl,” 
Eileen conjectured. “Don’t patch out now. Drive away slowly, carefully. Don’t attract his 
attention again. That's it. Now, get around the corner and drive to the reservoir. And do what? 
Find the kid and the dog. And then what? Bring them back to the parents? How do | do that 
and stay anonymous? What if the parents think | abducted her? Leave the kid and the dog at 
the reservoir and hope somebody finds them there? Are you kidding? Call in a tip about 
where the kids are? They would figure I’m a crank caller. And they would have the phone 
number | called from. Why did they have to get rid of pay phone booths? Superman used 
them to change his clothes, the exhibitionist. | need one to call in a tip anonymously.” 


She was driving past the park en route to the reservoir when indecision abruptly surrendered 
to the need for action. She pulled into the parking lot and ran to someone who looked like he 
was coordinating the search effort. 


“| just came from the reservoir where | was taking a walk and | heard a dog baying, sort of. It 
was kind of a mix of bay and bark. It sounded like it was maybe a hundred yards away, in the 
woods, ...” 


Eileen did not finish determining the compass direction before the police officer nudged her 
awake. 
She recalled the position of the sun while she hovered above the canopy, quickly finished her 


calculation, and continued, “... due east from the reservoir. | never hear a dog in the forest out 
there. There are no hiking trails there. | think the lost girl might be there.” 


The coordinator phoned someone and conveyed the news. Eileen stood by and listened to 
the rest of the coordinator’s part of the conversation. 


“I’m looking at a map. I’d put it roughly two miles from the park. That’s farther than a three- 
year-old would be expected capable of walking but this woman described Bagel’s unusual 
bay-bark. Nobody but us knows about that. 


“We've got nothing better. No one else came back here with anything at all yet. Try it. 
“Good. I'll continue to stay here. I'll call you if | get anything else.” 
Eileen ran back toward her car, calling out that she was going to drive to the reservoir to help. 


“So what would be bad if I’m at the reservoir and help lead them to the girl?” Eileen mused as 
she pulled out of the parking space. “So they congratulate me. Make me hero for a day. 
What’s the harm in that? | have the great excuse | already gave of taking a walk at the 
reservoir this morning. 


“Except | wasn’t there. Surely they have surveillance cameras guarding the reservoir to 
prevent someone doing something bad to the water supply. What if someone checks the 
cameras and sees | was not there? It might look like | abducted the child and then let her go 
free in the woods. 


“Damn, | am so geared to suspect the worst motives in people. This is what comes from being 
a security guard, | guess. | didn’t used to be so suspicious. Now | project my own suspicious 
nature onto others who would probably never even consider anything like that. The girl will tell 
them what happened. | have nothing to worry about. 


“Why take any chances. No one noticed me or my car at the parking lot. The volunteers and 
coordinator were too busy to pay any attention to me. | seriously doubt the guy | spoke with 
could describe me. | could drive home and let them find the girl and Bagel. Surely Bagel 
would bay at the sound of people calling for them. | don’t need to be a hero.” 


Eileen drove home. 
Janice was not home when Eileen arrived. 


“Should | dream about the rescue? | was not actually at the reservoir so | would need to start 
a dream at the park. | don’t want to have to travel from the park all the way to the girl again. 
Give the newspaper a chance to report on it. 


“Meanwhile, what is going on with the disorientation and weakness when | wake up? I’ve got 
to figure that out.” 


She brought up her spreadsheet and entered the details of her latest dream. Then, several 
minutes of study yielded more correlations. 


“When | wake up by any means other than returning to the present on my own, | have several 
minutes or more of disorientation and weakness. When | return to the present on my own, | 
don't. No, wait. | did have a short bout after that one dream, the one when | was in my car 
across the street from the rapist’s building. Why? 


“| see a pattern, | think. Yes, | do. In all the other dreams when | came back to the present, | 
came back at the locations where my body was. That one dream with the short bout, | came 
back to the present while | was still observing the rapist about a half-mile away from where | 
was in my Car. 


“Did the distance away from me when | exited correlate the same way in the four dreams 


when | woke while still in the past? Yea, maybe, | think so. No, not really. Oh, it’s the 
combination again. How far away in distance and how far back in time | am in my dream 
when | wake up. Yea, that’s gotta be it. 


“Okay. | got it, | think. Avoid waking up other than by coming back to the present on my own. 
That’s most important. Next, try to come back to my body before coming back to the present. 
If | wake up unintentionally -- some really strong odor | smell or if | get touched -- the bout of 
disorientation and weakness will last several minutes or more. And the farther away in my 
dream when | wake, in space and time, the longer it lasts. 


“Good, now ...” 

“Eileen, are you home?” 

“Yes, Janice, I’m in my room.” 

“| went to the market. Did you see my note?” 
“Yes, thank you.” 


She had not seen it, distracted as she was when she arrived home; but felt confident she 
could guess its contents based on reading many of its predecessors. 


“The folks at the market were all abuzz about the missing girl. | heard that the newspaper 
reported she was found.” 


“| didn’t check,” Eileen scolded herself under her breath. 


Then, aloud while quickly visiting the local newspaper’s website and scanning the breaking 
news banner there, she called out, “Yes, | see that. They found the girl and her dog not far 
from the reservoir.” 


“Folks at the market were surprised the girl went that far from where she was last seen with 
her mother at Sullivan Park. Were you there when she was found? Any indication of an 
abduction? Folks were saying an abduction would account for her being found so far away.” 


“No and no. | was in the area near the park and the newspaper is not saying anything about 
an abduction.” 


While reading the accompanying article -- clearly hastily written as evidenced both by how 
quickly it appeared on the website and the article’s typos -- Eileen exclaimed, “Sergeant 
Woodley thanked all the volunteers ...’ That woman-hating Neanderthal got off his fat ass and 
was out looking for the girl? Well I’ll be damned.” 


“What did you say? | had my head in the refrigerator.” 


“| was just reading more of the article. No, there is no mention of any suspected foul play. The 
parents are thrilled to have their daughter back safe. The thinking is that the dog kept the girl 
warm through the night. Sweet pup.” 


The next day, as Eileen drove to work, the bumper sticker on the car in front of her read 
“Revenge is a Moral Imperative.” For the rest of her commute, she recalled her interchange 
with Sergeant Woodley at the local police station when Eileen sought information regarding 


Renee Toogat, the woman who killed her abusive husband in self defense. 


The recollection of his demeaning statements to Eileen, declared with haughty intimidation, 
played like a highlight reel in her head: “She murdered a wonderful man, a pillar of the 
community. ... | guess the usual faked tears didn’t get a murderer off this time. ... THIS trial 
WAS concluded that quickly. ... If a guy touches a woman, it’s sexual harassment; but if a 
woman kills a man, it’s self-defense? | thought you ladies were seeking equal treatment, not 
special treatment.” Eileen recalled storming out of his office and promising, “I’m sure your pig- 
headed arrogance is hiding dirty, dark secrets. | will learn how to harness my power. 
Someday, somehow, | will uncover and expose you.” 


These memories were still vivid even after the passage of many weeks. 


A debate ensued within the privacy of her car. Lacking a moderator and structured rules for 
the debate, the arguments from both sides ran together. 


“Revenge is a moral imperative? How is revenge different than vigilantism? -- and | swore off 
any more vigilantism. We need to let the criminal justice system exact justice for criminals. 
Okay, but how is sentencing a criminal to a prison term anything other than revenge? Well, 
there’s deterrence, too. Yea, and then we turn the criminal loose on society to commit more 
crimes, like that rapist did, until | killed him. Deterrence is temporary, lasting only as long as 
while the criminal is incarcerated. It’s not even deterrence while in prison. Convicts savage 
each other while in prison. We conveniently overlook that because the victims in prison are 
convicts. That's part of us getting revenge on them, too. But we have laws and people 
responsible for dealing with those who break laws. I’m not one of those people. Well, |ama 
security guard. That’s different. I’m not part of the criminal justice system. And that grunting 
hog sergeant is? The public should not put up with such a person using his authority to 
bolster his oppressive ego. And whose ego would be bolstered if | use my power to seek my 
revenge?” 


Additionally lacking an agreed-upon, expert, unbiased adjudicator, there was no determination 
regarding which side’s arguments were most compelling. The debate ended in a draw upon 
Eileen pulling into a parking spot at her place of employment. 


As usual, she arrived by 11:30 a.m. Her shift would begin nominally at noon, although she 
always walked into the command center by 11:45 to leisurely receive the handoff from the 
security team on duty. It was courteous to avoid delaying the departure of the team on duty by 
causing them to wait to educate their replacements with relevant news and the current 
situation at the premises. Even allowing time for her brunch-coffee-and-juice-inspired, routine 
pit stop en route to the command center, she had ten minutes to spare this morning. 


She turned off the engine and resolved the discourse by decree, pronouncing the definitive 
last words, “If that man does not deserve to wear the badge of the public’s trust, it is my duty 
to reveal that.” 


Rational arguments implore, rationalizations induce. 


She concentrated on the office at the police station where and when she encountered 
Sergeant Woodley, recalling the scene from her memory. The image hesitated, began to 
transition into a dream, and then became a purgatory. The sergeant’s office twirled, tilted, and 
spun; his face zoomed in and out. Voices alternated between comically fast-tempo falsetto 
and forebodingly prolonged bass tones. Colors leaked from one surface to another, bleeding 
from everywhere to everywhere else. Shapes distorted into reflections from fun-house 
mirrors, contorting faces into horrific masks. 


Her efforts to control the volatility failed. Without control, she could not travel to the present -- 
no escape from the gruesome sights and terrifying sounds. Panic tore apart her concentration 
leaving her totally at the mercy of her merciless torments. 


Physical discomfort went unnoticed until it finally burgeoned into pain. She woke to the 
urgency of a full bladder. Straightjacketed by her disobedient limbs, she could not yet address 
her urgent need, though she was grateful the characteristic, muscle weakness which followed 
a bad exit from a dream affected only her limbs. 


As she became aware of more than her full bladder, she recognized the sound of her phone 
ringing, but she could not yet recognize that the sound was coming from within her purse. It 
did not matter, though, because her purse was effectively out of reach temporarily despite 
being close by in the front passenger seat next to her. The ringing stopped, rolling over to 
voicemail, she presumed. Her eyes could focus again and she saw the clock in her 
dashboard. Another minute later, her mind could focus, too, and she comprehended that 
clock’s display: “12:01.” 


“I’m at work, in the parking lot, still in my car. It’s late. My shift is beginning. I’m never late. It’s 
rude to be late. It’s inconsiderate to Amanda and Jerry. They must be worried. | can’t hold this 
in much longer. If | stumble out of my car before | can walk, | will have to go home and 
change pants.” 


Nearly ten more minutes passed enduring the equivalent of a “timeout” worse than any she 
endured as a child. Finally, she believed she could safely flee her car. Two more minutes of 
tightly controlled steps and she burst into the nearest bathroom. Forcing slow, full breaths 
calmed herself enough to risk accidentally spilling the contents of her purse onto the 
bathroom stall floor while rummaging for her phone. 


“Missed phone call. Control center caller. Damn. Call back. How late am I? Shit.” 


Eileen was not one to use profanity commonly. The taboo-derived shock value of profanity 
equips it to meet one’s needs either when feeling emotional stress or when stressing 
emotional feelings. Eileen appreciated that the efficacy of both those abilities decay with 
overuse. 


“I’m so sorry, Amanda. I’m alright. I'll be there in just a few minutes. I'll explain later.” 
She hung up, finished up, washed up, and jetted up to the command center posthaste. 


Eileen, Amanda, and Jerry each worked for the same security-guard-providing, independent 
contractor. They formed a team assigned to this facility, working in that same location for the 
past three years. Four, three-guard teams alternated monitoring and patrolling the premises in 
sequential, twelve-hour shifts. Therefore, Eileen and her team worked the unusual hours of 
noon to midnight, every other day. 


Eileen finally arrived to find Amanda alone in the control center. Eileen used the interlude 
since her phone conversation with Amanda to prepare an alibi. 


“| apologize. | was in my car in the parking lot the usual time but | guess | must have passed 
out or something.” 


“Passed out?” blurted Amanda with grave concern. “My God, are you alright? Have you 
passed out before? -- | mean recently. Do you need to see a doctor to look into some 
underlying condition? This could be serious. People don’t just pass out.” 


That was not the unfazed reaction Eileen envisioned when she settled on that alibi. 


“It hasn’t happened before. I’m sure it was nothing. If it happens again, I'll check into it. 
People sometimes pass out with no underlying cause for concern. | doubt it will happen 
again.” 


Silently she added, “I know it won’t happen again because | won’t make the mistake of using 
that excuse again.” 


Eileen made up the excuse of passing out in her car because it was the closest to the truth. 
She was terrible at lying, feeling so guilty when she did that she imagined the imprint of an “L” 
flashed from each reddened cheek on her face. She figured she would have the best chance 
of getting away with a lie if the excuse were close to the truth. After all, to any passerby while 
she struggled within her mind within her car, it would have appeared she had passed out. 


Her thinking continued, “I’m going to have to become a better liar if | keep trying to use my 
power. After what happened today, though, do | still want to use it?” 


Chapter 6 


During a shift, security guard team members alternated their activities/status every twenty 
minutes: one in the control center watching the monitors, one patrolling, and one on break. 
Because Eileen did not arrive by noon, Jerry went on patrol first and Amanda took the control 
center duty first. Eileen arrived at the control center barely by 12:20 that day, just in time to 
start a stint in the control center, while Amanda went on patrol and Jerry began his break. 
Thanks to the juggling by her teammates, Eileen, in effect, used her first break getting from 
her car to the control center. That was the obviously smart and equitable solution to the 
tardiness and no one complained or spoke of it, or harbored any displeasure -- problem 
solved. 


During two consecutive hours in the middle of a twelve-hour shift, the twenty-minute stints 
were doubled into forty minutes each, enabling the member on break to partake of a quick 
meal; which each did in succession. Since whoever went on patrol first each day took the first 
of the three, forty-minute breaks, Jerry left for dinner at 6 p.m. He returned to the control 
center by 6:25 with a take-out meal in a bag. 


Eileen, on duty in the control center, asked with surprise, “I thought you were going to eat at 
the diner on Seventh. Why take out?” 


“| walked to the diner but there is a hostage situation at the bank on that same street. The 
area is surrounded by the police plus a SWAT team, and a negotiator is attempting to 
communicate with the people inside via a megaphone. They have the whole block cordoned 
off. Nothing like that happens here.” 


Eileen responded with good-natured derision, “Those are the words spoken every time a 
reporter interviews someone in any small town whenever something happens that ‘never 
happens here.’ 


“How long has the standoff been going on? | didn’t hear any sirens or commotion.” 


“The SWAT team got there when | did, so it couldn’t have been going on for long. | guess the 
police didn’t want to alert the hostage taker or takers before the police first began arriving, so 
no sirens.” 


“Today is Friday. That bank has late hours on Fridays, until six. lf someone were going to rob 
the bank, closing time would be a likely time to try. The robbers probably started the heist 


around six. Someone inside must have set off a silent alarm.” 


Jerry turned on the small television set at one end of the table in the corner of the control 
center, pulled up a chair at the other end, and hastily ate his dinner while flipping channels 
among the major networks’ local affiliates in search of live coverage of the hostage situation. 
Failing in that quest, he searched via his phone for any video posts from gawkers at the 
scene. That quest was successful and he shared what he found with Eileen. 


Eileen was always conscientious in her guard duties, including fastidiously scrutinizing the 
wall of screens in the control center which surveilled key locations on and within the premises. 
She noted how proud claims by acquaintances of being multitaskers were often followed later 
by those same acquaintances blaming distractions for poor task performance. 


However, the hostage situation was enticing. She failed to monitor monitors to her own 
standard standards. 


At 6:40, Amanda returned to the control center to fetch her purse before going to dinner. Jerry 
alerted her to the unavailability of the diner and the cause, Eileen left for her forty-minute 
patrol, and Jerry sat at the desk facing the wall of screens. Eileen knew her standard 
standards for patrolling were also about to be sacrificed at the altar of her aspirations. 


“If the hostage negotiator hasn’t resolved the situation yet, he would surely find it useful to 
know more about the inside of the bank: the hostage takers, their weapons, the hostages, 
where everyone is, things like that. | can learn those things. How could | get word to the 
negotiator what | learn? 


“| could use the house phone in the lobby here. It has access to an outside line for local calls 
and 911. | could call from there and say | was in the bank when the bad guys came in but 
snuck out in the initial confusion. No one could trace the call to me. The lobby doesn’t get 
locked until 9 p.m. Anyone could have entered the lobby and used the phone. 


“The phone is not seen by a surveillance camera and | know how to get to it while avoiding 
cameras. There would be no evidence | was in the lobby when the call was placed. But there 
might not be evidence of anyone else in the lobby who might have made the call, either. Then 
suspicious minds might go looking for someone who would know how to avoid the cameras. 
So what? | would deny it. Prove me wrong. Besides, there’s bound to be some people 
passing through the lobby, it’s not even 7 o’clock. 


“What if | get into a horrible dream again? Why did | have such a nightmare this morning? It 
had to be because | tried to go back too far in time. | never tried to go back anywhere near 

that far. I'll start a dream right here in the building, in the present. Willing myself merely two 
blocks away and not even an hour back in time should be soup of duck. It’s gotta be. 


“Where can | go to hide while | dream? If | hide, Jerry will think something is wrong because | 
won't show up on any screen for too long. What is the longest time between showing up on 
screens when we patrol? Maybe five minutes. We purposely change our patrol routes, so 
even if it were a little longer than that, Jerry wouldn't be concerned. 


“What if Jerry spots something and calls me to check it out. | won’t hear the ring while in a 
dream. | am not about to use the passed-out alibi again. How often does the control center 
spot something? Almost never. Take a chance. 


“There’s the tiny office on the third floor, Segurton’s, he’s on vacation this week and his office 
is closed while he is gone. His desk is in a small, back room, out of sight from the hallway. 
The camera on that hallway is at the corner and flips back and forth between the two 


directions every five seconds.” 


Eileen stopped in her tracks. She was walking on autopilot and didn’t know where she was. A 
glance at the name on the window nearest her was all she needed to get her bearings. Three 
years is more than enough experience patrolling a facility to know it almost innately. She took 
the stairs to the third floor, lingered for almost a half-minute underneath that corner camera, 
out of its field of view, looking in both directions casually, and tuning into the quiet rhythm of 
the camera’s viewing direction flip-flopping every five seconds. 


On cue from the camera’s movement above her, master key in hand, she sprinted to 
Segurton’s office, counting the seconds in her mind. 


“Zero, one, two.” 

She grabbed the door handle and fumbled to insert the key. 

“Three.” 

She inserted the key and turned it. 

“Four.” 

She pushed in the door and erupted into the office as she counted, “Five.” 


She was not sure if the camera caught her entering the office but she decided there was no 
benefit in turning back at this point. She locked the door behind her and quickly went into the 
back room. 


“| need to exit the dream in no more than five minutes from now. | need a timer. My phone. | 
won't hear it. Put it on vibrate. Will that be enough to wake me? Put it in my shirt pocket and 
lean back in the desk chair so it rests against my chest. Best | can do. Why didn't | think of 
that before? 


“If | wake from the vibration, I'll be disoriented. But not for long. I’m not traveling far in the 
dream in time or space. Even a few minutes of worthless limbs would be too long. Time’s 
wasting. Do this now. It will be easy to control the dream and return to the present.” 


She concentrated on her own body sitting in the chair and witnessed the classically-portrayed, 
out-of-body experience as she willed herself to drift away from her body, intentionally 
transitioning into a dream. Seeing her body when she ended dreams in the past by willing 
herself to return to the present time and location was always discomforting. Drifting away to 
start a dream from the present time and location was positively spooky. 


She willed herself to the bank, then inside the bank, and then back in time to the onset of the 
hostage situation. A little further back in time, she saw the perpetrator enter the bank, by 
himself, armed with a shotgun, and immediately started screaming incoherently -- something 
about being fired a few days earlier and it was not his fault. 


The bank was almost empty: one client, two tellers, one bank officer at his desk, the bank 
manager at her desk, and no security guards. No one moved, trying to remain as unobtrusive 
and unthreatening as possible. 


Eileen traveled fast forward in time, watching the clock on the wall in the bank. Her peripheral 
vision detected a buzz of activity in the bank, but she could not afford to invest any portion of 
her five minute dream allotment investigating what happened during that interlude. Eileen 
slowed her progress and then switched to normal forward time speed upon seeing the clock 
display the time when she started her dream. Everyone was huddled in one corner, sitting on 


the floor, except for the bank manager in whose face was aimed the shotgun and an 
unceasing verbal barrage from the man holding the shotgun. 


Eileen moved through the bank’s wall and over to the person with the megaphone to listen for 
a precious minute. She learned there had been no contact from the hostage taker and no 
hostages escaped or were released. The negotiator had no idea what was going on inside the 
bank. 


She willed herself back to Segurton’s office and forward in time at about twice normal speed. 
Her soft landing ended a four minute long dream. She turned off her phone’s alarm with a 
minute to spare and walked to the front of the office preparing to exit into the hallway. 
However, she could not see the surveillance camera at the corner of the hallway from inside 
the office -- the glass wall between the office and hallway was too far down the hall to provide 
that view even when she pressed the side of her face against the glass. Worried the crazed 
gunman could replace his verbal barrage with a blast barrage at any moment, she devised a 
subterfuge. 


Switching on her security guard communication device, she inquired, “Jerry, are you there?” 
“Yea, Eileen. Where are you? | don’t see you.” 


“I’m in Segurton’s office, | thought | saw the door to that office close through the corner of my 
eye as | turned the corner of the hallway. Since he is on vacation this week, | checked out the 
office thoroughly. Everything is fine. I’m leaving the office now. Just wanted to let you know.” 


“Glad it was nothing. | see you now. Thanks for the heads-up.” 


Eileen shook her head and reprimanded herself, “I should have thought of that instead of my 
dumb five second dash down the hallway. | need to be smart sooner.” 


She locked the office door behind her and put the rest of her plan into action. 


A professional-though-harried-sounding 911-dispatcher answered after five rings. Too many 
people who stumble onto a scene crawling with first responders somehow deduce it is their 
duty to notify 911. 


Enunciating clearly and quickly, Eileen identified herself as having escaped the bank soon 
after the gunman first arrived and then described what she witnessed inside the bank. Not 
waiting for any acknowledgement or anticipated plea to remain on the line, she hung up and 
returned to patrolling. She felt her pulse racing in her temples, the byproduct of a mixture of 
tension and fulfillment. 


At 7:20, Eileen stopped at the command center briefly in preparation for going out to nab her 
own dinner. Jerry stood up and stretched in anticipation of patrolling on his feet for the 
subsequent forty minutes and Amanda returned from her forty-minute dinner break. Eileen’s 
eagerness to learn how she helped with the hostage situation foundered with Amanda’s first- 
hand news. 


“| walked to the bank block after eating. The hostage crisis is over, apparently. | saw several 
body bags coming out of the bank. | hope they were all the robbers and none of the hostages 
or police officers.” 


Eileen said she needed a cat nap before getting something to eat. She told her teammates 
she was going to rest for a few minutes on the couch in the fifth floor’s women’s bathroom, 
since no one ever stays in any of the fifth floor offices after 5 p.m. quitting time. 


* * * 


“What went wrong?” Eileen whispered as she laid down on the bathroom couch. 


Starting from her bathroom location and present time, she entered a dream and moved 
rapidly to where her prior dream left off. She returned inside the bank, noted the clock’s 
reading, fast forwarded while watching the gunman. Upon seeing the flash of the shotgun, 
she slowed to normal forward time speed and witnessed the gunman take a semi-automatic 
pistol from his jacket, approach the rest of the hostages huddled in the corner, and rapidly 
executed all of them before any had a chance to attempt escape or rush the shooter. He 
reloaded as the SWAT team broke into the bank and ate his own gun. No survivors greeted 
the would-be heroes and no one would be filmed in handcuffs and referred to as the “alleged 
gunman” on the news that night. 


The clock on the wall indicated it all happened fifteen minutes after Eileen phoned 911. 
Despondent, she traveled back in time to when she placed that call, then moved to the 
negotiator with the megaphone and settled in to normal forward time speed. He did not 
receive Eileen’s information. Worse yet, Eileen witnessed the negotiator being told a sniper on 
the roof across from the bank had a clear shot at the gunman, asking permission to take it. 


“No,” was the reply, “we don't know how many hostage takers there are, so we can't chance 
eliminating one and potentially leaving others to exact revenge against the hostages.” 


Eileen effortlessly traveled to her body and ended the dream. She was up from the couch and 
on her way to she-did-not-know-where-yet within seconds. She found herself outside, sitting 
alone on a bench, considering whether to witness the 911-dispatcher in a dream to learn why 
her information was not passed on. 


“Was she too busy with other calls? Did she determine my call was from a crank like so many 
calls typically placed during a crisis? The dispatcher had no way to know my information was 
reliable. She probably figured no escapee from the bank would wait an hour to call and report 
what she saw and heard. 


“There’s no point in observing the dispatcher in a dream. Even if she passed on my 
information, did it get dumped as unreliable when received? And even if the negotiator 
received my information, would he have trusted my information enough to give the sniper the 
green light? 


“If | ran over and told the negotiator in person, what then? How could he believe someone 
working in a building two blocks away at the time the silent alarm was hit could have any 
knowledge of what was going on inside the bank? -- especially when | would have come to 
him an hour later. This was doomed from the start. | was a fool to think otherwise.” 


Next morning, being her every-other-day day-off, Eileen wanted to jump back into her 
investigation of Sergeant Woodley. Her frustration the prior evening reinvigorated the desire 
for her personal revenge on Woodley. She recalled the glorious feeling after helping find the 
missing little girl. If not a repeat of glory, she at least wanted to feel some sense of desired 
discovery again. Although, unlike the case of the missing girl, she had only her hunch that 
there would be anything to discover in her quest to expose the sergeant. 


With no clue to work from, Eileen predicted she would need to spend many hours witnessing 
Woodley in normal forward time speed to uncover any dark secrets. Since time continued to 
tick away in the present while she was flitting around in the past, the need to spend many 
hours witnessing Woodley in the past meant she would need to spend many hours of her 
present life in that quest. The prospect of becoming a slave to the quest elicited patience. 


She decided to devote no more than an hour every other night to the quest and went about 
her typical day-off routine. During an outing that day, she detoured to the police station, 
parked there, and stepped out of the car. She looked at a map via her phone centered on her 
current location, zoomed out, and estimated the straight-line distance from there to her home. 


“Four miles, roughly. That should do fine.” 


She forcefully memorized the scene. This would be her initial starting place and time for that 
night’s planned dream. 


Janice never interrupted her in the past when Eileen closed her bedroom door for the night, 
even while Eileen’s reading light came through the bottom of the door. Nevertheless, that 
evening, when Janice said her friend was outside and she was going to be at his house for 
the night, Eileen was more pleased than usual to hear of that often-spoken arrangement. 


Previously, she determined her nightmare when she first tried to spy on Woodley resulted 
from trying to travel too far back in time. A worried murmur in her thoughts, though, suggested 
her nightmare might have been due to this quest being one for the dubious motive of personal 
revenge. 


Ultimately, her confidence in the conclusion of that former, forensic analysis prevailed. At 10 
p.m., she laid on her bed and began to concentrate. The induced dream confirmed her 
confidence. She experienced good control, although not as good as she experienced in some 
of her other dreams. 


Moving into the station from her scouted starting point, she camped in Woodley’s office with 
him, noted the time on the clock on his desk, and followed him wherever he went over the 
ensuing hour; except waiting for him outside the bathroom door during his one excursion 
there in that hour. 


She traveled back to her body, watched her alarm clock by the side of her bed as she came 
back toward the present in fast forward, slowing enough to achieve a soft landing as the 
clock’s readout approached 11 p.m. As with most everything, experience can be valuable 
when harnessed properly. 


“Time to get some sleep.” 


She washed, brushed her teeth, got under the blanket, and went to sleep; except for that last 
part about sleeping. Her mind was slow in getting the new orders, so she laid awake, tossing 
and turning. 


“Boring! Of course this is boring. What did | expect. And | won't be able to keep this up every 
other night, picking up from where | left off, because my control will get worse the longer | go 
back in time from the present. | don’t want to drive to the police station every other day to get 
a more recent starting point. | need a different plan. 


“I’m assuming he has dirty secrets he’s hiding. What might they be? He’s corrupt. Or he uses 
prostitutes. That’s two good possibilities right there. Given his attitude toward women -- well, 
toward me -- prostitution would be likely. | can scan fast forward in time for that, or fast 
reverse. Corruption would be harder to spot in fast forward and probably impossible in fast 
reverse -- actions look too strange in reverse, harder to spot something subtle. 


“There was a story my Uncle Ray told me. How did it go? Uncle Ray said he was patrolling 
his beat one night when he came across a drunk lady searching the ground under a 
lamppost. He asked the drunk what she was looking for. The drunk said, ‘My keys.’ Uncle Ray 
asked whether the drunk was sure she lost her keys there considering how drunk the lady 
was. The drunk said, ‘I have no idea where | lost my keys.’ Uncle Ray asked why the drunk 
was looking under the lamppost then. The drunk gave Uncle Ray a dirty look and slurred, 
‘Well I’d be wasting my time trying to find ‘em if | went looking for ‘em in the dark, now 
wouldn't I?’ 


“That settles it, then,” resolved Eileen. “Might as well scan for prostitution, at least first. I'll 
need to get a more recent starting point for the next dream two nights from now -- have to 
drive over to the station again in two days. Not how | want to spend time on my days off. 


“Is this worth it? Maybe | was wrong. It was just one meeting with Woodley. Maybe Woodley 
had a bad day when | was in his office. 


“Uncle Ray was a wonderful police officer, I’m sure. | remember asking him what he did with 
the drunk lady looking for her keys. He said he turned on his flashlight and helped her look for 
them. After the drunk lady gave him a snotty answer and a dirty look, he helped her search for 
her keys. Woodley couldn’t even give me a courteous answer to my courteous question. 
Asshole! 


“| was what, ten? no, twelve years old when Mom ... Janice ... Mom took me to Uncle Ray’s 
retirement party. Large, private room in a large bar & grill type restaurant. So many officers 
were there with their wives and husbands. Even back then there were quite a few female 
police officers. They were all so nice. Nobody drank too much. They were subdued to keep 
from disturbing the people eating in the dining area of the restaurant. Good people. Good 
officers.” 


Pharaoh's heart hardened yet again. 


“| owe it to good police officers to expose bad ones and get them off the force. Bad cops stink 
it up for everyone. | owe it to Uncle Ray, too.” 


Eileen finally dozed off. Snippets of conventional dreams danced across the stage: she was in 
public and not fully clothed, later she couldn’t make any forward progress as if running in 
deep sand, later still she was a senior in high school again facing the decision of whether or 
where to apply for college -- the garden-variety, mischievous brain sprites. For the next act, 
she stood before the police station near her parked car. 


“’m in another of my special dreams, aren't |? Try to move into Woodley’s office and see what 
time it is. Yea, I’m in another dream. | guess | wanted to do this even more than | realized. 


“Now that I’m here, | might as well do some searching again. What should | look for? He’s not 
going to bring a hooker into his office with all its glass-paneled walls. He’s not going to be so 
stupid as to bring one into the station at all. What about after work, before he gets home? 


“Let’s start easy. Fast forward to quitting time today. I'll pay attention to where he goes.” 


Sergeant Woodley went home after work with Eileen’s vision and hearing in tow. All three of 
those entities stayed together, fast forwarding through the evening and night. Eileen switched 
to fast reverse until she found quitting time on the prior day. She followed him home again, 
and again discovered nothing. 


The process continued: fast reverse, find quitting time a day earlier, fast forward, learn 
nothing of importance, “rinse and repeat.” With each cycle of the process delving further back 
in time, her control of where she moved and her direction of gaze, as well as the quality of 
sight and sound all degraded. 


On the sixth cycle, witnessing the sergeant’s departure from work, he called out “TGIF” to co- 
workers as he left the police station. He got in his car and drove in a direction different than to 
his home. Unlike Woodley’s home which was approximately the same four-mile, straight-line 
distance from Eileen’s home as was the police station, the sergeant drove farther away this 
time. With Eileen’s control already straining and afraid to repeat the nightmare if she were to 
lose control completely, she forced herself back home and fast forwarded toward the present. 


Guessing how long she had been dreaming was complicated by the fact that she had not 
started this dream willfully. She had no idea what time in the night or morning the dream 
began. The prior time she exited an unintentional dream by coming back to the present, she 
patiently moved forward to avoid the shock of startling herself awake. Her patience ran thin 
this time but she reasoned that insisting on patience would be preferable to jolting awake. 
Unfortunately, she lost track of the days passing while in fast forward and slammed into the 
present before she realized she was approaching the end of the line. 


It was a little after 7 a.m. by the time she was calm enough to be curious about the time. Her 
alarm was due to go off at nine. She finally fell asleep by 8:30 and greeted the alarm clock’s 
blaring radio station a half-hour later with a death-dart look which should have fried its circuits. 


The remains of the morning included several snooze button pushes, a harried washing and 
dressing for work, a hastily prepared and consumed brunch, a barely-adequately-alert 
commute, and an on-time arrival at the control center, in that order. 


“You look like crap, Eileen. What happened to you?” 

“Thanks, Amanda, | feel so much better hearing you compliment me like that.” 
Jerry concurred with Amanda, “Seriously, Eileen. Are you okay?” 

“Et tu, Jerry? Then fall, Eileen.” 


Eileen was familiar with Shakespeare’s plays. Judging from Jerry’s puzzled look after Eileen’s 
retort, he was not. 


The midnight to noon team members finishing their shift were about to chime in, too, until the 
facial expression Eileen flashed in their direction evoked the wise decision not to contribute 
their own testimonials. That morning’s events taken together served as scientific proof that 
death-dart looks can fry human speech circuits more easily than electronic circuits. 


“Sorry, everyone,” Eileen relented. “I didn’t sleep well. That’s all. No good reason. No bad 
reason, either. Thanks for your concern.” 


It was Eileen’s turn this day to be in the control center for the first twenty-minute stint. 


Some time earlier, one of the security guards from another team taped to a wall of the control 
center a fanciful map made to look like an old, pirate’s map with an arrow pointing to their 
facility. The tag on the arrow read: “There Be Dragons.” All the guards enjoyed it, so it 


remained in place. 
After everyone else dispersed, Eileen looked at that banner and stated, “No, | be draggin’.” 
It was a long, long, though thankfully uneventful shift that day. 


After her shift ended, Eileen drove herself home, slapping herself gently in the face each time 
she felt her eyes drooping, and was in bed and asleep before she walked through her front 
door; or so it seemed. Had a dream related to Sergeant Woodley occurred that night, she 
would have dismissed it instantly. 


The next morning she slept-in because she wisely did not set an alarm. Washing the sleep 
from her face, she pondered about Woodley for the first time since her most recent dream 
about him. 


“What day of the week did he drive off in a different direction than his home? | don’t remember 
how many days | went in reverse. | don’t remember what day today is. | am still so tired. 


“| heard him say ‘TGIF’ as he left the station. Was that the same night he drove in a different 
direction? Yes, | think it was, so that must have been a Friday evening. 


“Where was he headed? To the bank after Friday payday? With direct deposit, do people do 

that anymore? To a beer with the boys to celebrate the end of another work week? | certainly 
won't have enough control to go back now, two days later, since | didn’t have enough control 
to follow his car last time. 


“Maybe it’s a Friday afternoon ritual. Today is ... what does the newspaper say? ... Friday. I'll 
drive to the police station this afternoon and create a new starting point. Meanwhile, I’m going 
to eat and take a nap.” 


Eileen considered skipping her workout at the school track that afternoon, a decision she 
wrestled with vehemently. She finally convinced herself she was not feeling up for jogging, 
being still groggy. She drove to the police station, instead, and established a new starting 
point for a dream that night. 


She pulled into the police station parking lot as Woodley was leaving, heading in the same, 
non-homeward-bound direction she witnessed him go in her prior dream. 


“| can’t start a dream here -- no privacy, too busy. If he goes too far, | won't be able to follow 
him in a dream tonight. Follow him now? Whom am | kidding? | can’t pull off a stunt like that. 
Me, tailing a cop without him seeing me? Well, maybe | could. I'll try.” 


She lost Woodley after ten minutes as they got into some gnarly traffic. While driving two 
more blocks looking for a parking spot so she could set a starting point for her next dream, 
she saw Woodley’s car parked in a handicap-designated spot. She pulled to the curb in front 
of a fire hydrant momentarily to commit the scene to memory and estimate the straight-line 
distance from home. Eileen then drove home. 


“Looks like about eight miles. I’m pretty sure I’ve done eight miles before, and the trail will 
only be a few hours old. This should work.” 


Lying on top of her bed, Eileen’s disembodied vision and hearing began a journey from that 
fire hydrant where she parked earlier. Her control was not great, but adequate. She moved to 
the handicap spot where Woodley had parked and was surprised to find it empty. 


“It only took a couple of minutes for me to pull over to the hydrant on the next block after | 
spotted his car today. He left that quickly?” 


Remaining in place, she traveled back in time, witnessing his car pull in backwards to the 
spot, then the sergeant walking backwards from his car into the building nearest his car, then 
the sergeant walking backwards from that building to his car. Switching to normal forward time 
speed, she followed him from his parked car walking forward into the building. 


He briskly climbed one flight of stairs where a man waited for him. The man handed Woodley 
an envelope without a word. Woodley stuffed it in a pocket, went downstairs, jumped into his 
car, and drove away. 


Her two senses shared the ride in Woodley’s car. The car headed toward his home, reducing 
the distance between Eileen’s bedroom and her senses, thereby improving her control. She 
found it gradually easier to stay in the car with Woodley. 


Once home, Woodley went into a bathroom, closed the door for privacy away from his family, 
opened the envelope and counted the cash in it. 


“Hush money. | was right. He is corrupt. The guy who gave him the money looked like a pimp. 
Prostitution. | was doubly right. 


“Gee, | wonder if Woodley and the pimp also share the same chivalrous attitude toward 
women? Can you spell ‘pro-tec-tion money,’ boys and girls? The more things change, the 
more they remain the same. Good-old-fashioned payment to look the other way. | need to find 
out for sure.” 


It was not easy, but she flew back in space and time to the man giving the envelope to 
Woodley and followed him in fast forward. The bevy of poor souls with which he interacted 
told the tale without Eileen needing to switch to normal forward time speed to listen. Some 
were barely teenagers. Some were likely grandmothers. All had their physical and emotional 
scars draped in clothing selected to draw ravenous attention away from the pitiful sadness of 
their faces caked in gaudy cosmetics. 


Eileen headed home and patiently landed in the present. She temporarily ejected from her 
mind what she witnessed last and slept soundly that night. 


The subsequent morning, Eileen felt the need to plot the next step toward her revenge. Janice 
was home and in a talkative mood, so plotting was delayed. 


A few hours later, at work, it was Eileen’s turn to start the shift on break. It being lunch hour 
for most people’s work schedules and with pleasant weather, people were all about, 
everywhere. The quietest place for her to get away and think was in the control center. 


It was not unusual for team members to hang out in the control center during their twenty- 


minute breaks, and members only conversed if both were simultaneously amenable. By 
sitting at the far end of the room, Eileen sent the well-understood signal that she was not 
currently amenable. Jerry, on duty in the control center for that twenty-minute stint, honored 
the unspoken signal. 


“Yet again, same problem. How do | use what | learned and stay safe, anonymous? | need 
evidence. | can’t do anything without evidence. Then maybe | could mail evidence to 
someone who could bust Woodley. 


“Maybe Woodley gets his hush money weekly, on Fridays. Same time, same place. That 
would be consistent with how quickly he was in and out of that building without a word said by 
either him or the pimp. Woodley went straight home from work each of the days | followed him 
in my earlier dream. It was my bad luck that | started that earlier dream on a Thursday. 
Otherwise, | would already know if the money pickup is weekly. 


“I'll wait until next Friday. But I’m working next Friday. I'll drive there right after work and doa 
quick dream from my car. It will be between 12:30 and one o'clock in the morning on Saturday 
when | get there. No one will be around to disturb me. And I'll have my sidearm with me in 
case of a problem. 


“If the payola is weekly, I'll write an unsigned letter to alert the authorities, put it in some 
random mailbox, like | did before with my letter to that first rape victim -- what was her name? 
Never mind. I'll write that I’m one of the pimp’s girls and tell them what has been happening. 
They can do a stakeout and catch Woodley and the pimp in the act. Yea, that’s what I'll do. 


“No. A stakeout won't work. Catching Woodley with cash wouldn't prove anything. They can’t 
get anyone close enough to witness the exchange without tipping off the pimp. 


“Why must it be so frustrating to use my power? I’m a modern day version of Cassandra from 
Greek Mythology, except she foresaw the future and | observe the past. | need to take a 
break from this. I’ll check on Woodley and the pimp next week and then try to figure out what 
to do. If they don’t meet weekly, | might have to give up, after all. That would stink if | have to 
give up. | don’t know if | could accept that.” 


Chapter 7 


Eileen succeeded in resisting temptations to dwell on Woodley, other than occasionally 
anticipating her plan to go downtown very early on Saturday morning. What she did not 
anticipate was that downtown at that hour would be prime time for the sex trade. She arrived 
and found prostitutes walking the streets and standing at corners. 


Eileen spotted and recognized the hush money pimp as she drove by. Likewise, a dozen pair 
of eyes spotted and recognized that a female driving by was dressed in a uniform. The 
security guard uniform’s color and details intentionally distinguished it from a police officer’s 
uniform. However, the dim lighting in that section of downtown which conveniently suppressed 
inhibitions of prospective clients also washed out those distinctions among uniforms. 


A quick, undisturbed dream while parked there was problematic, so she drove home. 
Beginning the dream from home, eight miles away from the starting point, would make control 
more challenging, of course, which is why she originally planned to begin the dream while 
parked downtown. 


She considered postponing and driving back to downtown later in the morning, or at least to 
somewhere much closer to downtown than her bedroom. In the end, though, feeling so much 


safer in her bedroom than in her car while she is vulnerable during a dream, she decided to 
accept the greater challenge of control. She believed she could handle that challenge since 
she would not be traveling far back in time -- just a few hours -- but she was also aware that 
the more challenging the control, the more draining the experience. 


She concentrated on seeing the pimp when she drove downtown and began a dream with 
that starting point. From there, she moved to the building where the pimp gave Woodley the 
money envelope the prior Friday and then into the building and up to the landing on the 
staircase where the pimp waited for Woodley. Maintaining her gaze there, she traveled fast 
reverse in time. Control was less defiant when traveling only in time or moving only in space, 
rather than both simultaneously. 


She spotted the exchange during the prior evening and switched into normal forward time 
speed to witness it. The exchange occurred precisely as she witnessed it occur the week 
before: an envelope handed over with no words uttered. 


“I’ve only seen it twice but this must be a weekly thing, I’m sure.” 


Eileen brought her nomadic senses home and forward into a soft landing. Generally very tired 
after a twelve-hour shift at work and generally asleep soon after the shift finished, the 
combination of forcing herself to remain awake an additional two hours for the sake of her 
quest plus the after effects of a challenging dream left her exhausted. She fell asleep within 
seconds after the dream ended. 


Eileen reread her letter: 
“To Whom It May Concern, 


“My pimp is paying money to Police Sergeant Woodley to look the other way and not bust 
him. Every Friday around 6 p.m. they meet on the second floor staircase in the building at 252 
Fourth Street for the payoff. Please arrest both these men so | and the other girls can have a 
chance at freedom.” 


She wondered whether this would seem like it was written by a prostitute, whether it was too 
terse or too verbose; but, most of all, whether it would be ignored. 


“lam still offering no evidence. And how do | know whether the district attorney and Woodley 
are part of the local good old boys network of community pillars? If this doesn’t work and the 
district attorney tips off Woodley, the pimp’s prostitutes are going to get beaten because the 
pimp would assume one of them turned him in, and the pimp and Woodley would find another 
way to exchange the money. I’d be back to square one. 


“It's too soon to write the letter. If | had a video of the exchange and sent it to a crime reporter 
from a major newspaper, might that work? | need an accomplice, like the way Deep Throat 
had the two ‘Washington Post’ reporters in the Nixon Watergate scandal. | need a reporter | 
can meet in a parking garage in the dark and spill the beans, counting on the reporter to push 
the appropriate authorities to take action. 


“How do | get a video of the exchange?” 
Eileen decided that on top of all her time, effort, and mental health she already invested, she 


would further invest her money to get a spy camera she could mount at the second floor 
landing where the pimp and Woodley met. She spent several hours researching plausible 
options online and ordered one. It arrived four days later in a nondescript box; fortunately for 
her, because Janice saw it on the front steps of their house before Eileen could clandestinely 
smuggle the box inside. 


“A package arrived for you, Eileen.” 
“Oh good. That would be the things | ordered from ...” 


Eileen quickly looked over the package Janice handed her to see whether it indicated the 
name of the company. 


Satisfied that it did not, she thought quickly and finished her sentence, “... the cosmetics 
company. Oh, and some toiletries, too. A few specialty items. | guess | forgot to mention | was 
expecting a package.” 


Over the course of the rest of that week, Eileen read the instructions, learned how to deploy 
and use the camera, and experimented with it. On the subsequent Thursday morning, a day 
off from work, with the camera, some tools, and a few wood screws in a small bag, Eileen told 
Janice she was going window shopping downtown and embarked on a different type of spy 
mission than her dreams permitted -- a spy mission in which she could be caught in real life. 


Her heart pounded in her ears as she walked into the building, armed with an excuse if 
someone saw her, but wishing fervently no one would. The building was a two-story fourplex, 
with two apartments on the ground floor and two on the top floor. On a Thursday, a school 
day, a nominal work day, mid morning, what were the chances someone in one of only four 
apartments might catch her in the act? She convinced herself the odds were in her favor. Her 
pounding heart did not fully agree. 


From her recollection of the landing where she witnessed the pimp and Woodley meet, Eileen 
chose in advance a location to install the camera. Too often the local news would show 
useless hidden-camera footage of a robbery or burglary. The camera was too high to see 
anyone’s faces. The news reporter would relay the local police request for help from residents 
in identifying the perpetrators. The tops of heads are difficult to recognize. 


The location she selected afforded a camera view at eye level of Woodley where he stood to 
take the envelope from the pimp. It might also record the pimp’s face when he would arrive, if 
the pimp came from outside the building, which is what Eileen expected. An additional dream 
to see where the pimp came from would resolve that question, but she did not bother. She 
knew busting the pimp would accomplish little, anyway. She expected he would be back 
pimping in no time. Woodley was her target. She wanted to out him. 


She worked quickly, listening anxiously for the sound of a door opening, either an apartment 
door or one of the two entry doors to the building. Almost done, a door creaked open. The 
sound came from downstairs. Eileen abandoned the project and retreated to the second floor 
hallway, out of sight of anyone downstairs. If someone were to come upstairs, her plan was to 
walk back toward the staircase as if she were leaving from visiting one of the two apartments 
upstairs. 


She craned her head to listen for footsteps on the stairs. Instead, she heard a different door 
open and shut. She scurried back and finished the installation. With the camera’s recording 
timer already set for one hour duration beginning at 5:30 p.m. the next evening, Friday, Eileen 
escaped the building. Her fingers twitched nervously, compulsively, and a knot spread from 


her stomach to encompass her midsection. 


She would need to return to retrieve the camera on Saturday at the earliest, or else wait until 
Monday, the next school and nominal workday when she would be off work and so the odds 
of not getting caught would hopefully be in her favor again. However, leaving the camera 
there over the weekend would increase the chances of it being discovered. 


“Decisions. Always decisions,” she lamented, walking around to let her anxiety and jitters 
pass before driving home. 


Janice returned home Saturday morning from her overnight soiree at her friend’s house and 
found a note from Eileen stating she went to pick up a few items at a bakery downtown and 
would be back later. Eileen’s decision was to retrieve the camera early Saturday morning, 
soon after dawn, before people would likely be out and about. Since she worked the day 
before, she operated her screwdriver after only four hours of sleep. That would be routinely 
acceptable for some people and occasionally acceptable for some other people. Eileen was 
definitely not a member of either of those demographics. 


Nervous, sweaty hands and drooping, tired eyes resisted her frantic efforts. She blundered 
through the extraction, dropped two of the screws, one of which she did not find, before 
exiting the building physically numb and mentally dazed. She was half way home before she 
turned around to go to the bakery. 


Janice appreciated the special, Saturday morning bakery treats. Eileen falsely claimed she 
already ate hers to cover the fact her stomach was in no condition yet to accept input, 
excused herself, walked into her bedroom, closed the door, and collapsed on her bed. She 
wanted to review what the camera captured but could not muster the energy nor state of mind 
to do so yet. She slept until hunger woke her in mid afternoon. 


“Pause. There’s the pimp, full face, coming up the stairs -- a bonus. Great. Time stamp: 5:56 
p.m. Play. Pause. Got him! One plump sergeant, full face, coming up the stairs. Play. There’s 
the envelope, he put it in his pocket. Time stamp: 5:59 p.m. 


“Yes!! It worked. Evidence! 
“I’m starving. I’m too excited to eat. The hell | am. I’m starving.” 


Sitting in the kitchen, wolfing down leftovers with hands trembling with excitement, she 
refused to think about what to do next until she fully savored the partial victory and her disjoint 
meal. 


Jogging at the track was always less unpleasant when distracted. Eileen filled the 
monotonous laps that afternoon with an internal analysis regarding what to do with her 
evidence. The timer on her phone declared the end of the workout before her brain declared 
the resolution of a key decision: to whom should she send her letter. 


Home, showered, and dressed that same evening, she went online and tracked down the one 
and only article the local newspaper ever published about Renee being arrested for killing her 
husband. Eileen’s vague recollection was correct. Among the quotes in the article praising 
Renee’s husband as a pillar of the community were ones attributed to the local chief of police 
and the editor of that newspaper. It was unwarranted to paint those two fellow pillars with the 
broad brush of fellow “corruptioneers” based only on their quotes praising an abusive 
husband who held a knife to his wife’s throat. Regardless, Eileen ruled them out as potential 
recipients for her evidential video. 


That left the local district attorney or the state’s attorney general. More research -- at the 
Secretary of State’s website -- uncovered the local district attorney declared campaign 
contributions from his most recent reelection campaign (his sixth consecutive campaign) from 
the chief of police and editor of the newspaper. By the process of elimination via suspicion of 
contagion, she therefore searched for and found online the address for the state’s attorney 
general. 


She downloaded the video to her computer, edited out everything other than the minutes 
containing the faces and envelope exchange, and copied the shortened video onto an unused 
USB stick. She added a paragraph to her letter declaring the inclusion of the stick in the 
envelope and explaining the stick’s contents. 


Finally, Eileen added a subtle question asking whether sending this evidence to the attorney 
general’s office was the proper choice or whether it would be better to send it to major news 
outlets. Since there was purposefully no return address nor any other method provided to 
respond to that question, she expected its unstated threat would be understood. 


Eileen addressed the envelope by printing unnaturally using her left hand, folded her similarly- 
intentionally-poorly-printed letter, taped the USB stick within the folds at a location not likely to 
be stamped or crushed by a mail processing machine, and added some bubble wrap padding 
for good measure before sealing it in the envelope. The bubble wrap came from the box in 
which the spy camera arrived and in which she stored the camera after she retrieved it from 
its brief tour of duty. 


Someone with a small amount of odds and ends like bubble wrap on hand would earn praise 
for being well prepared. Someone with multiple boxes filled with odds and ends like scraps of 
bubble wrap would earn a very different epithet. 


Satisfied, she retrieved her phone with the intention of plotting a course for the next day to 
some random mailbox. 


A banner on her phone alerted that she missed a phone call. It was from Judy and there was 
no voice message with it. A second banner alerted that a text message from Judy awaited 
review: “Dinner tonight?” time stamped earlier that same afternoon. 


Eileen texted Judy with an apology for not seeing the text until then and, “was too busy 
today/tonight anyway. Will call in week or two for mutually good dinner night.” 


Judy texted back, “What’s his name?” plus a winking emoji. 
“Well I'll be,” Eileen said aloud. “That's the first time she every asked about me.” 


“Maybe | should have been more explicit in my thinly veiled threat and given the attorney 
general a deadline to act. It’s been a week and there’s been nothing in the newspaper or 
online. 


“Actually, more than a week. | mailed the letter on Sunday, the Sunday before last, on my way 
to work. It should have arrived by Wednesday of last week. Even allowing time for whatever 
underling screens the mail to read the letter, someone should have taken action by now. 
Today is Tuesday, almost a week since my letter should have arrived. 


“I’m feeling like | should be doing something. Take a dream to the police station and snoop 
around, maybe? I'll need a more recent starting point. 


“| need to understand starting points better. Let’s see if there is more | can learn from my 
spreadsheet.” 


Eileen noticed her last few dreams were not recorded and promptly corrected those 
omissions. Then, still chillingly recalling her nightmare when she tried to begin a dream from a 
starting point too far in the past, she focused on understanding her practical range limitations. 


“| need guidance | can easily remember. How about ‘ten miles or one week?’ | maintained 
adequate control up to roughly a week back in time if | remained at my starting point’s 
location. | also did well enough up to roughly ten miles away from my starting point if | 
remained close to present time. There is a tradeoff between the two which is not easy to 
determine and | doubt | could remember the answer if | figured it out. 


“| managed to maintain control a little beyond those limits and can expect to do so again, 
especially since | seem to be getting better at this with experience. But stay within ten miles or 
one week to be safe when starting a dream. Good. Got it. 


“| need more mobility for dreaming so | can move my starting point to any location of interest. 
All | have is my car and that’s not private enough. What if | crawl into the back seat to dream? 
Still can be seen through the windows. | could keep a blanket on the back seat and get under 
it to dream. That shouldn't attract attention. 


“What if someone breaks into the car while I’m dreaming? I’m not going to hear or see it 
happen. I’m terribly vulnerable while dreaming. Someone could break into the house while I’m 
dreaming, too. | would be vulnerable no matter where | am when dreaming. Being vulnerable 
is not a good enough reason not to use a blanket on the back seat. I’ll do that.” 


She rummaged and found an extra, old blanket in her closet which she used only on 
especially cold nights. Taking it to her car, she splayed it onto the back seat and experimented 
crawling under it from the driver’s seat. She considered asking Janice to look in from outside 
the car in order to test how well camouflaged she would be to anyone passing by her car. Not 
being able to come up with a plausible lie about why Eileen would want to know, she 
discarded that idea. 


“| guess I'll find out the hard way.” 


Eileen returned to the house, told Janice she decided not to go jogging at the track that 
afternoon, needing to give a slight muscle pull a chance to recover, and was going to drive 
downtown to do some window shopping, instead. She drove toward the police station, parked 


a block away on a residential street where there would likely be less foot traffic, crawled under 
the blanket, and concentrated on the blanket itself. 


Her vision and hearing emerged from under the blanket. She willed herself fixed in time while 
she moved to Woodley’s office. Everyone and everything was paused in place, nothing 
stirring while she moved by. This was another eerie-type vision often beheld within the freaky 
universe of Eileen’s dream power. 


No one was in Woodley’s office. 


“He’s in jail already? That would be so great, but not likely. It’s late afternoon, too soon for 
quitting time.” 


She switched to fast reverse time travel and watched for Woodley. A full day and night went 
by. 


“He’s on vacation?” 


Woodley appeared in his office the prior afternoon. Two other men were there with him. Eileen 
continued in reverse until the men walked backwards out of the office. Then she switched to 
normal forward time speed. The two men entered the office. 


“Chief, Tom, what can | do for you guys?” 
“Woodley, you got caught.” 
“What is that supposed to mean, Chief,” the sergeant asked apprehensively. 


Eileen sensed Woodley was fearful he knew the answer to his own question. If so, his 
premonition was confirmed by the district attorney, who spoke next. 


“Some whore filmed you taking an envelope from her pimp and named you in the letter she 
sent to the attorney general. She claimed you’ve been taking money from her pimp every 
Friday. She sent a copy of the video in the letter.” 


Tom hit the play button on his phone and handed it to the sergeant. 


“So what if | took an envelope from some guy. That doesn’t prove anything. I'll say there was 
no money in it. It's my word against some whore. There’s no crime in taking an envelope.” 


“| have no intention of prosecuting you for taking an envelope. But the attorney general called 
me personally. He demanded full disciplinary action against you for the appearance of 
impropriety and behavior unbecoming. He wanted you fired and your pension forfeited.” 


“No way. You can’t do that to me, Tom. Chief, you can’t let this happen.” 


“You didn’t let me finish. | said that’s what the attorney general wanted. That’s not what we 
agreed to. | persuaded him it would be enough for you to retire, instead.” 


“’m planning to retire in a year when | make full pension. So that’s fine.” 


“Not soon enough. The attorney general demanded your retirement be effective immediately. | 
couldn't talk him down from that. He’s afraid of how it would look if that video gets out and he 
did nothing about it. He needs to be able to claim he acted on it promptly. That’s not 
negotiable.” 


“Chief, are you going to take that? Some damn politician in the capital telling you how to run 
your department here just so he can cover his ass?” 


“| talked it over with Tom at length before we came here. This is your best option, Woodley. 


Take it.” 
“I’m gonna lose a bunch of pension money if | retire now.” 


“Sergeant, you got caught. There are consequences to getting caught. That was the best deal 
| could get for you. We’re done. 


“Chief, let me know when you bring in the pimp. | want to be in the room when he is 
interrogated.” 


“Now wait a minute. You're not going to dangle a plea for him to testify against me. You said 
you weren't going to charge me or nothing.” 


“No, that’s not what we're after. Tom and | discussed this, too. We've got nothing on the pimp 
that'll stick in court, but we’re going to put pressure on him to relocate. The idea is to get him 
out of town and keep him from talking. This is for your benefit. 


“Tom and | are doing everything we can to minimize the trouble you get from this. You can’t 
get off scot-free. You got caught. Be smart now. Think about how much worse this could have 
been for you. Take the deal.” 


Woodley looked down and mumbled in disgust, “I'll clear out my desk and put in the 
paperwork today. Geez, one damn bitch with a camera and | get screwed to a post. It’s not 
right.” 


Throughout this conversation, Eileen’s jaw would have been hanging down and her breathing 
paralyzed if her face and lungs had been in that office. Eileen’s sensibilities were in 
attendance, though. They were dumbstruck, retreating like the ocean water sucked out from a 
bay as a tsunami approaches. A giant wave of rage swelled in her mind. 


“That’s all? The bastard loses a few bucks of pension? What did you boys decide he did that 
he shouldn't have done?” 


Echoes of the words “You got caught” reverberated in appalled disbelief. 


Eileen needed to witness the interrogation of the pimp. She followed the district attorney out 
of Woodley’s office, then switched to fast forward and channeled her emotion-driven energy 
into intensified concentration. Riveted on Tom, she followed him in time and space fast 
enough to blur out everything else as she raced through the end of his day at his own office in 
the county courthouse across the street, raced through the night at his home a few miles 
away, and well into the morning at his office again. She slowed her travel in time somewhat 
when he left the courthouse, correctly anticipating he was summoned to the police station. 


“Good morning, Sir. We picked him up last night on Fourth Street and arrested him. He’s been 
read his rights.” 


“Has he been interrogated yet?” 

“No Sir. The chief said you would do that.” 

“By myself?” 

“Yes Sir. That's what the chief said.” 

“Fine. Turn off the monitor and don't record it. I’m going in.” 

“Yes Sir.” 

No bravery on the part of the district attorney was necessary to face the seated pimp, 


handcuffed at the wrists and additionally from the ankle to a ring permanently bolted into the 
floor. No bravery was displayed, either, as Tom moved his chair far enough away from the 
intervening table to be more than amply out of reach. 


“| hope you enjoyed the county’s hospitality last night, Mister Smith, or whatever alias you 
prefer to go by today. You are under arrest for facilitating prostitution. In plain English, you are 
a pimp.” 


“No, I’m a legitimate businessman. | own the motel at 280 Fourth Street.” 


“No you don’t. You pay the owner under the table to use it exclusively for your illegal 
purposes. That motel is a rundown hovel with the ‘No Vacancy’ sign always lit and your only 
customers are your prostitutes with their Johns.” 


“| get to choose who rents my rooms.” 


“Sure you do. | suppose you have a sign in the lobby saying, ‘We reserve the right to deny 
service to anyone not here to be serviced.” 


“Oh that’s real funny. Who are you?” 
“I’m the district attorney and I’m here to make a deal with you.” 
“Yea? what kinda deal?” 


“You get out of jail today, no bail. Then, before Saturday morning, you leave this county 
permanently and I'll drop the charges. Otherwise, bail will be so high you won't leave jail for 
months awaiting trial which will be delayed and delayed, and the police will start raiding your 
motel every night. What’s it gonna be?” 


“Not much of a choice.” 


“Exactly right. And if you show your face in this county ever again, I'll devote all the 
department's resources to making sure you sorely regret that mistake. Got it?” 


“Yea. When do | get out of here?” 


“I'll process the paperwork and get you a lawyer, you'll be arraigned this afternoon, the judge 
will release you pending a trial, ...” 


“Wait, what trial? There wasn’t supposed to be any trial if | took the deal.” 
“You leave, | drop the charges, that pending trial doesn’t happen. You understand now?” 
“So I’m free today? No jail tonight?” 


“That’s correct. | expect you will be home in time for the 6 o’clock news. You do watch the 
news every night to be a well-informed citizen, don’t you?” 


“Right. Just do it. I'll be gone before Saturday.” 


“What time is it now, | mean in real time?” wondered Eileen. “It was almost four when | started 
the dream. I’ve been dreaming a long time -- my guess, maybe an hour or so. He should be 
getting out soon. I'll follow him now, fast forward.” 


The district attorney kept his part of the bargain. Eileen slowed to normal forward time speed 
when she spotted the prearranged arraignment and the pimp’s release. As soon as the pimp 
was no longer in custody, he was dialing his phone. Eileen listened to his side of the 
conversation. 


“You ratted me out. | paid you every week and you ratted me out. 


“You're kicked out? Well, then who would have ratted on both of us? 

“You saw the video? You actually saw it? They showed it to you. It was real, not faked? 
“None of my whores would be smart enough to do that. Did you see the letter? 

“| don’t know who else it could have been. | guess it had to be one of the bitches. 

“No, | gotta get outa town, now. | made a deal.” 

The pimp ended the call and spoke aloud to himself, “After | settle the score.” 

Eileen moved back into the police station to find a clock. 


“9:30. I’ve been dreaming longer than | thought. He’s going to torture his prostitutes, maybe 
kill them. He’s leaving town anyway, probably can’t take them with him. What does he have to 
lose? The police chief and the district attorney won’t care if there are fewer prostitutes 
downtown, especially if the dead ones won't be able to forward copies of the video anywhere 
else. 


“I’ve got to stop him, but how? | drive to Fourth Street and find a patrol car, but what would | 
tell the officers? It’s my same problem, over and over again, every time. It’s so frustrating. | 
can’t let those women be killed, especially because of what | did. I’ve got to stop him.” 


Eileen moved back outside and tracked the pimp in fast forward. He fiddled with his phone, a 
car pulled up, he got in and the car sped away in the direction of the motel, with Eileen in hot 
pursuit. 


She bolted awake and upright. She lost track of how long she dreamed and what time it was 
in her dream. She crashed into the present while chasing the car, ending the dream abruptly. 
Any passerby would have noticed that sudden event in the back of her car. Fortunately, no 
one was close to the car at that instant. 


Her pulse racing from the rough equivalent of electrically charged paddles shocking a heart of 
a fibrillating patient, she slumped back down onto the seat and recuperated from 
disorientation for twenty seconds or so. Her heart rate was still highly elevated after the brief 
convalescence. Nevertheless, she got back in the driver’s seat and drove home. Glancing at 
the clock on her dashboard, she saw “5:44.” 


Back home, she ran into the house. There was a note on the kitchen table. She didn’t stop to 
read it. 


In her closet she kept her skeet-shooting gun, a double-barrel shotgun her father bought for 
her many years earlier, which she still used a few times each year. When her father took her 
to the shooting range, she and her father enjoyed skeet shooting with shotguns and stationary 
target shooting with rifles and handguns. When she moved back home after college, she was 
thrilled to rediscover her shotgun, wrapped away while she was in school. She revived the 
skeet shooting portion of her former hobby. 


She grabbed the shotgun and a box of shells, put them on the floor of the back seat of her car 
and drove toward Fourth Street. She did not agonize or even debate over what to do. She 
had the clear-minded objective to stop the pimp before he hurt or killed the women. Notable 
by its absence was any plan of how to accomplish that objective. 


The dashboard clock approached 6:30 while Eileen slowly drove along Fourth Street. No 
prostitutes were out, unsurprisingly, since it was dusk, not yet dark enough for the nightly 
early-bird specials. The pimp was not patrolling his territory yet, either. 


Eileen went around the block and parked on the quieter Fifth Street, right behind his seedy 
motel. She loaded the shotgun, put it back on the floor, crawled under the blanket and 
concentrated on it. From her starting point, she moved rapidly to the corner at the police 
station where the pimp got into the car, then traveled fast reverse until he appeared. She then 
followed him as his ride took him to the motel. 


He unlocked the front door of the motel, stepped inside, and immediately closed the ratty 
blinds on the front wall windows facing Fourth Street. Unlocking and exiting via the back door 
behind the laundry room, he went to his car in the parking lot and retrieved a handgun with a 
box of bullets from a hidden compartment in the trunk. Back inside, he pulled a silencer out 
from a cupboard behind the check-in desk and screwed it onto the gun. 


His women began arriving in the front lobby, dressed for work, so he quickly checked that the 
gun’s chambers were full and hid the gun in his jacket’s inside pocket. More ladies sauntered 
in. It became clear to Eileen this was a nightly ritual, a sort of staff meeting. She needed to 
crash the party. 


Another decision was required: take the time to patiently come back to her car and the 
present for a soft landing or rush back to the present for a hard landing and wait out the 
recuperation period? She chose the former. She dreaded being jolted awake, empathizing 
with rodents tormented by electrical shocks administered by sadistic researchers to 
demonstrate some aspect of behavior which was easily predicted via common sense or of no 
value to demonstrate -- often both. 


Rising from under her blanket, she reached for her shotgun. In a stroke of genius, she draped 
the blanket over her head the way some homeless people sometimes do. It hid her face and 
the shotgun while she walked from her car into the parking lot of the motel. She recalled the 
pimp unlocked the back door of the motel but did not lock it when he returned from fetching 
his gun. 


Eileen walked at a regular pace to the back door, not wanting to evoke any suspicion in case 
someone passing by or looking out of a window might see her. Once inside, she dropped the 
blanket and stealthily passed the laundry room, through the hallway, and to the rear entrance 
of the lobby. She peered around the corner to see the pimp menacingly waving his gun with 
silencer at the women, demanding to know who sent the video. One woman was on the floor 
in front of him, holding her head and moaning in pain. 


With all the women’s attention fixed on the pimp and his gun and the pimp’s attention fixed on 
them, Eileen got on hands and knees to creep around the corner of the hallway and into a 
darkly shadowed place adjacent to the check-in desk. She had an unobstructed line of fire to 
the side of the pimp, fifteen feet away, as he faced in the direction of Eileen’s left. 


His threats culminated in demanding the “traitor” identify herself or he would start killing them 
all, one at a time. Their desperate pleas were met with indifference and he pointed his gun 
down at the woman curled up on the floor. 


The tsunami of rage roared in from where it earlier swelled in the recesses of Eileen’s mind, 
inundating principles and beliefs. She quietly raised her shotgun, pointed it at the pimp, and 
inaudibly mouthed, “Pull.” The pimp was blown off his feet, falling to the floor, his head filled 
with holes like Swiss cheese. 


Screams abounded, filling the lobby. Women scrambled to the front doorway, bunching and 
vying to squeeze through, most of them comically encumbered by five inch heels or platform 
shoes. 


Eileen retreated the way she came, retrieving her blanket and cloaking herself and her 
shotgun in it again. Out the back door and into the parking lot, she fought the urge to run, 
fearing she would bring attention to herself. Sne drove home constantly glancing at her rear 
view mirror. 


Leaving the blanket and shotgun in the back seat, Eileen entered her home. The note was still 
on the kitchen table. She finally read it. The note stated Janice would be back in the morning. 
That left the “coast clear” for retrieving the gun, cleaning it, putting it away, and relieving her 
parched throat; not in that order. 


She poured herself a glass of wine and sat at the kitchen table to unwind. Recollection of 
recent events resurfaced inquisitively, which she answered with an apathetically mumbled 
remark, “Screw it.” 


When her conscience scolded her for her flippancy, she added, “If politicians or any other 
criminals can rationalize what they do, | have no reason to feel guilty for what | did. | was a 
guardian phantom for those women tonight. No regrets.” 


The cat, always offering to be a taste tester of whatever its staff eat or drink, jumped onto 
Eileen’s lap and leaned over to sniff the wine glass. Concluding this was not an appealing 
aroma, the cat prepared to jump down to the floor when it decided instead it would demand a 
petting since it already went through the trouble of jumping into Eileen’s lap. Eileen complied. 


The wine, stroking the cat’s fur, hearing its loud purr, and seeing it close its eyes in hedonistic 
delight conspired together to lure Eileen into a relaxed stupor. When the cat had enough, it 
jumped down, thereby inspiring Eileen to stand, wash the glass, and get ready for bed. 


She stepped into her bathroom, rested her palms on the edge of the sink, and stared into the 
mirror in front of her. 


She acknowledged matter-of-factly, “Another pimp will take his place. Cronyism will never 
end. There will always be rapists. With all this supposedly wonderful power of mine, have | 
really changed anything or anyone?” 


The answer stared back at her. 


Chapter 8 


Two days later, Eileen invested most of the afternoon of her day off from work to huddle under 
her blanket in her car, parked a block from the police station. She witnessed the prior day’s 
police investigation of the shooting death of the pimp. The police rounded up and brought in 
for questioning any prostitute they could find. They missed several who hid out successfully 
the night of the shooting and absconded. 


Each woman was questioned individually by the tag team of the chief of police and district 
attorney, devoid of any others watching or recording. The questions uniformly elicited the 
honest depiction of the series of events on the night of the shooting. 


The women recounted the nightly gathering before going to work quickly degenerating into 
terrifying threats from the pimp with his gun, believing he would kill them because he had the 
silencer on his gun, the pimp pistol-whipping the woman now in the hospital, the flash and 
deafening thunder of a gun from behind the check-in desk, and the pandemonium trying to 
flee the scene. No one saw the shooter. No one even looked over her shoulder in that 
direction during the panicked exodus. They did not want to know who it was. 


Most importantly for the two interrogators -- who were both thrilled about the killing and, like 
the women, did not want to know who the killer was -- every one of the women denied 
sending a letter to the attorney general, even after being promised a cash reward if she could 
prove she did. None of the women were charged with any crime, all were released after their 
interrogations. 


At the end of the ordeal, the interrogators spoke together of their shared satisfaction over this 
result, albeit tempered by their knowledge that some of the prostitutes fled their jurisdiction 
without interrogation. Witnessing with revulsion that conversation between these elected, 
county officials, Eileen contemplated whether politics drew such people to it or converted 
good people into such people if any good people dared touch it. 


“| need to keep things in perspective. There surely are good people doing good things 
everywhere, even politicians. That’s just hard to remember when observing these two turds in 
action.” 


While delving into the prior day’s activities at the police station, one other conversation Eileen 
spotted caught her attention. Through a glass wall partition, she recognized a pair of men, 
slowed down, reversed to the beginning of their conversation, and then spied. Detective Ryan 
and his lieutenant were in the lieutenant’s office by themselves. 


“What is it, Ryan?” 


“The rapist killing, now this pimp killing. | haven’t said anything to anyone, like you told me 
after the rapist killing. Are you still not thinking we might have a vigilante on the loose here?” 


“I'd say I’m less confident, though still hopeful we don’t. A rebar rod and a shotgun have 
nothing in common as murder weapons go.” 


“Other than we couldn’t trace either to the killer or killers. | admit, nothing about these two 
killings is similar -- except that bad guys were the victims in both. This is two more killings -- 
or murders, call them what you will -- than we had in our county all last year. At what point will 
we open an investigation into a potential vigilante here?” 


“Certainly not yet. | can tell you that much. Please continue to keep your suspicion to yourself. 
Thank you.” 


Eileen emerged from her under-the-blanket spying mission near the police station and felt she 
earned some sort of celebration, even if it were merely regaining normalcy temporarily. 
Unfortunately, she was too exhausted from her dream to go for her day-off jogging in the late 
afternoon. 


At home, after showering and dressing all comfy for the night, Eileen knocked on Janice’s 
door. 


“| don’t mean to pry, but if you’re staying home tonight, do you want to watch a movie 
together? | recorded ‘Titanic’ finally and thought I'd see what everyone was raving about 
years ago when it came out.” 


Eileen and Janice had not watched a movie together since when they were mother and 
daughter instead of Janice and Eileen. 


“That sounds wonderful. | haven’t seen that movie yet either. Let’s do that.” 


After the movie ended and each made urgent visits to their separate bathrooms, they both 
returned to the living room; though neither suggested the idea. 


“What did you think of the movie? You seemed to be mesmerized by it, but then you always 
immersed yourself in movies and television shows when you were growing up, too.” 


“| did? | didn’t know that. 


“Yea, | guess | was kind of spellbound with this movie, now that | think about it. When | watch 
a good movie, | feel like I’m a character in the scenes; although only non-talking roles, of 
course. You don’t feel that way?” 


“Never to that extent. With those rare movies which are very realistically portrayed, | can get 
into the story, empathize with a character. Although, if | spot a quirk, I’m back on my couch 
shaking my head like a critic.” 


“Did you spot any quirks in this movie?” 


“Definitely. The heroine, Rose, as an old woman, was supposedly telling the story about what 
she herself experienced on the ship as a young passenger. The script writer and director 
depicted for the audience the story the old woman was telling. Right?” 


“Sure. So?” 


“Why did that depiction include numerous scenes in which Rose as a young passenger on the 
Titanic ship was not present? How did the old woman’s story include information she had no 
way of knowing? That didn’t bother you?” 


“| never noticed it. You’re right, though, now that | think about it. That stopped you from 
enjoying the movie?” 


“| wouldn't say that. | enjoyed the movie. | just wasn’t into the movie as much as you were 
because of that quirk.” 


“You said | was mesmerized watching TV or a movie when | was growing up?” 


“When you watched something on the television, your father and | knew better than to call 
you. We learned we had to step in front of the television screen to get your attention. You 
weren't ignoring us. You were mesmerized. like in a trance. 


“Eileen, my turn now to ‘not mean to pry,’ but have you been having trouble sleeping 
sometimes over the past several weeks? Strange dreams, maybe?” 


“Sometimes, yes. Why did you ask about my dreams?” 


“When you were very young, maybe three or four, you sometimes didn’t seem fully rested 
when you got out of bed in the morning. When that happened, you told us about dreams you 
had. Those dreams were always about places we had taken you and you described them in 
incredible detail. We were concerned you might be confusing reality with dreams, thinking 
something you actually experienced had only been a dream. Those dreams stopped 
eventually so we figured it was just a phase you went through. But I’ve always remained a 
little concerned those dreams might return.” 


“How did they stop?” 


“One morning | came into your room to wake you. When | touched you, you woke up like you 
didn’t recognize me or where you were. You started screaming and crying hysterically. Your 
father rushed into your room and we were able to calm you after a few minutes. But then you 
really gave us a scare. You couldn’t move your arms or your legs. 


“You were paralyzed. Your father and | were so frightened and bewildered. You started crying 


again. You were so horrified, it broke our hearts. By the time we found the phone number for 
the hospital, though, you were beginning to move them again and you were back to normal a 
few minutes later. We called our doctor’s office and were told it was probably psychosomatic, 
caused by whatever dream terrified you so badly and not to worry about it unless it occurs 
again.” 


“Did it? Did it ever occur again?” 


“No, and you never told us about any of your dreams after that, if | recall correctly. The vivid 
dreams stopped.” 


“| have no recollection of any of that.” 


“That’s not surprising. | read that we forget almost everything that happened to us before the 
age of four or five. It’s like the brain does a huge purge of memories to make room for things 
we will learn in the future we will need to remember. 


“Although, considering how traumatic that incident could have been for you, | was afraid you 
would remember it. | wanted you to forget it. Maybe | should have told you about those 
dreams sooner than tonight, but | didn’t see any benefit in telling you unless and until your 
dreams started keeping you from a good night’s sleep again. Are you alright with my waiting 
until now to tell you?” 


“| understand. You did good. I’m really glad you told me about that now, though. Thanks. What 
made you suspect the dreams returned?” 


“It was that time | came in to your bedroom to wake you when you overslept your alarm and 
didn’t hear me calling you from outside your door. When | touched your shoulder to wake you, 
your reaction immediately reminded me of when | woke you from that horrible dream you had 
as a child.” 


“Except for the hysterical screaming.” 


“Well, yes. But you didn’t seem to recognize me at first and you didn’t move, either. Those are 
the things | saw when | woke you from that dream as a child. Perhaps we need to seek 
medical help if the dreams returned.” 


“| think it’s too early to tell. Let's see whether this is a phase I'll get past, too. | appreciate your 
concern, though, and thank you, again. Good night. See you in the morning.” 


“Good night. And thanks for sharing the movie.” 


Eileen mused as she went to her bedroom, “I had them as a child. | turned them off? How did 
| do that? Why did they start again now?” 


She fell asleep addressing one more in this series of questions. 
“If | can learn how to turn them off again, would |? Not yet,” she decided. 


The next day, Eileen returned to the control center as her dinner break ended, ready to take 
her next stint replacing Amanda in front of the wall of screens. She wanted to talk to Amanda 
but said nothing at first, complying with unstated control center etiquette of letting the guard 
on duty choose if she or he were willing to be disturbed at that moment. 


“How was your dinner?” Amanda asked, signaling she was open to conversing. 


“Something strange is in the air today. All day people have been friendlier than usual, smiling, 
saying hello with more than a nod. | ate my dinner just now seated at a bench outside and 
people leaving the building said good night to me when they caught my eye walking by. Is it 
‘Be Nice to Eileen day?” 


“No, it’s ‘Eileen Is Smiling Today day.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“| have not seen you smile and seem so welcoming since I-can’t-remember-when. Aren’t you 
aware of that? You had a dour look on your face for so long. Today, you are not just back to 
normal. You're, well, glowing, sort of. | don’t know how else to describe it. People respond to 
what they see in other people. Glum begets bare politeness, trying to stay out of your way. 
Glowing begets pleasantness in return. It’s the way of the jungle. 


“Jerry noticed it, too. He mentioned it to me earlier. It’s been apparent since you got here 
today.” 


“| wasn’t aware.” 
“So what’s his name?” 


“That's what my cousin asked me when | begged off having dinner with her. What is it with 
this expectation that changes in a woman’s behavior are because she met a new guy? 
Haven't you seen the bumper sticker? ‘A woman without a man is like a fish without a 
bicycle.” 


“| like that. Clever. No | hadn’t. But, | have to admit, | never found jumping on a bicycle seat 
particularly exciting.” 


“Amanda!” 
They shared a mutually-embarrassed laugh and Amanda left to begin patrolling. 


The next morning, following a good night's sleep and a satisfying breakfast, Eileen secured 
herself in her bedroom, sat at her desk, and put into action the plan she devised twenty-four 
hours earlier. She felt pleased and proud of her scheme from the moment she devised it. 


She donned disposable gloves. Taking a large, hard-covered book from the shelf, she 
deployed it on her desk. She placed on top of the book a blank piece of looseleaf paper 
commonly sold everywhere. She extracted from her desk drawer the smallest type 2 pencil 
there, also commonly sold everywhere. She carelessly printed with her left hand a letter to 
District Attorney Tom Danzig and addressed an envelope to his address as shown on his 
office website. The envelope and stamp were common, too, and she left off any other mark on 
the envelope. 


When the letter was sealed with a few drops of water from the sink and ready to mail, she 
broke the pencil’s point into a tissue, broke the pencil in half, and threw the pencil remnants 
with the tissue into the garbage barrel outside. She removed the gloves and dropped them in 
the barrel, too, scheduled to be emptied into the garbage truck the next morning. From that 


point on, she handled the envelope with a tissue, as she had done with her prior letter to the 
attorney general. 


Of the now-three, anonymous letters she wrote, this was the first which would be a major 
problem if traced to her. Therefore, she took extra precautions, well beyond adequate. She 
returned the book to the shelf. Any imprint from her printing would be almost impossible to 
find, being on the bottom cover of one book among many in the room. Confident not even the 
best crime solver geniuses on television dramas could gather evidence showing she created 
the letter, she drove to a mailbox on the far side of town and deposited it. 


Three days later, Tuesday, a clerk in the district attorney's office opened the letter, read it, and 
walked it into Tom Danzig’s office. 


“This was in the morning’s mail delivery,” was all the clerk said by way of introduction before 
dropping it in front of Tom and leaving quickly. 


Eileen, under her blanket on Wednesday, witnessed the exchange and stayed in Tom’s office 
to see and hear his reaction to the letter. 


Tom read aloud, though quietly: 
“District Attorney Tom Danzig, 


“You railroaded Renee Toogat. You protected Sergeant Woodley and allowed him to tell the 
pimp who sent the video. 


“You will now announce a trial for Renee Toogat because of prosecutorial misconduct on your 
own part. You will reveal the tape of Woodley to the press and the deal you made with him. 
You will then resign. 


“If these are not done within one week, | will do to you what | did to the pimp.” 
Tom blanched, to Eileen’s delight. 
“My bluff might just work.” 


The district attorney stuffed the letter back in his desk drawer and locked the drawer. Handling 
the envelope only by one corner now, he put it in his pocket and left the office immediately. On 
the way out, he paused at his clerk’s desk and, with stern emphasis, demanded the clerk not 
talk about the letter to anyone. 


Perceiving a nodding assent to his admonition, he turned and scurried out the door. Eileen 
paused, too, but lingered. She witnessed the clerk’s face after Tom left. The clerk’s eyes 
tightened into a loathing squint and his lips parted slightly displaying teeth locked in a silent 
snarl. 


Eileen hurried to catch up with the district attorney as he left the courthouse building, then 
followed him into the police station. Together, they barged into the office of the chief of police. 
Eileen gleefully witnessed their interchange. 


“| received a death threat in the mail this morning. Here is the envelope for fingerprinting. My 
clerk handled it and so did I, and others at the post office surely. But maybe the sender’s 
prints are still here. Also see if you can learn anything else from the envelope, like from the 


postmark.” 


“My detectives and the lab know how to do all that, Tom. Rest assured, we will do everything 
we can to determine who the sender is.” 


Then, seeing the envelope was empty, the chief asked, “Where’s the letter?” 
“No one needs to see the letter itself. Just know it’s a death threat.” 


“Tom, the letter is more likely to have fingerprints or other clues than the envelope. You want 
us to catch this person or not?” 


Turning to leave, Tom responded, “Do what you can, Chief. I’m counting on you.” 
“At least tell me what the letter said. You can trust me not to repeat it.” 


The district attorney paused at the door of the chief's office, “If you would not repeat it, your 
detectives and lab couldn't use it.” 


Eileen thought, “That’s a logical argument, asshole, although you just alienated your closest 
ally by showing you don’t trust him.” 


She chose not to continue her dream, assured her involvement was safe and expecting no 
significant developments worthy of witnessing for at least the next few days. She landed softly 
and crawled from under the blanket to the driver’s seat, contented for now in knowing Tom 
would not be comparably contented for the next few days. 


The subsequent Sunday was a day off for Eileen. Her jogging that afternoon lacked angst- 
ridden distractions. That was the good news and the bad news. Lacking distractions to 
occupy her thoughts, the laps seemed endless. Nevertheless, the good outweighed the bad in 
her opinion. She finished jogging at the track and was mostly also finished with her cool-down 
stretching before walking home. A quiet, male voice spoke from close behind her. 


“Ms. Boda, | have very unfortunate news to share with you about Ms. Renee Toogat.” 


Startled, Eileen turned to face the man and leaped backward -- a reflex action, although she 
welcomed the resulting, more comfortable space between them. She recognized the man. It 
was the district attorney's clerk. Her stomach twisted into a knot. She tried to prepare herself 
for whatever might come next. 


“I’m sorry if | startled you, Ms. Boda. It’s important that we talk. My name is Bill Hauer. | work 
for District Attorney Danzig.” 


“Yes?” Eileen offered tentatively as encouragement for Mr. Hauer to continue. 


“If there’s going to be a public hanging here, let’s get on with it,” she thought to herself while 
Bill endeavored to express himself and she resolved to deny everything. “They have no 
evidence,” she reassured herself. 


“Renee is dead. She was a very good woman. | believe you know that.” 
“What? Dead? How? Wait, why are you telling me this?” 


“| spoke with Renee in prison, quite a few times. | tried to encourage her. She was so 
depressed. She told me about a woman who visited her early during her incarceration. She 


said that woman seemed to know she -- Renee -- killed her husband in self defense and 
should not be in prison.” 


“She remembered my name?” Eileen blurted out. 


She scolded herself for effectively admitting to her meeting with Renee instead of denying 
everything, as per her plan. But the claim that Renee was dead finally began to sink in and it 
altered Eileen’s attitude. 


“No, she didn’t recall your name. She recalled the week you visited and | found your name in 
the visitor’s log for that week.” 


“There’s always something the villain overlooks in the television dramas. | did, too,” she 
imagined, dejectedly. 


“That was months ago when | talked to her. You held onto my name all this time?” 
“No, | only looked for it after | learned she was dead.” 

“Let's back up, please. When did she die? How did she die?” 

“An inmate stabbed her to death last week.” 


“Last week? That was before Tom got my letter, so no one had any motive to arrange for a hit 
on Renee in prison because of my letter, thankfully,” she calculated. 


Then, aloud, she responded, “I’m truly sorry to hear that. | didn’t see any mention of it in the 
newspaper.” 


“The newspaper editor did not allow anything to be printed about Renee’s death; just like 
when Renee was arrested for killing her husband, he did not allow anything printed except 
praise for the husband. He doesn’t want her husband’s reputation sullied with news that her 
husband was trash and deserved to die. Yet the editor was perfectly willing to sully her 
reputation by putting a photo of her in handcuffs on his front page when she was arrested for 
killing him. The editor protected the disgusting husband and labeled Renee a murderer for 
defending herself from him.” 


Eileen grew suspicious of Bill’s credibility and asked, “How did you learn that Renee died?” 


“| learned she was dead when | went to visit her last Saturday, like | did each Saturday. | used 
the fact that | work in the district attorney's office to find out how it happened. | also used that 
fact to be allowed to review the visitor’s log book from when you visited Renee. You were the 
only one who visited her then. | started visiting her a week after you did. She was a wonderful 
woman who deserved so much more out of life.” 


Bill wore his heart on his sleeve, with puppy eyes glistening slightly as he spoke of Renee. 


“How did you meet her? No, | mean, what made you go to prison to visit her in the first place? 
Did you know her before she was incarcerated?” 


“| guess you can say | met her when | saw her photo. | was filing away the paperwork on her 
case once that case was completely closed. Her photo was in the folder. | looked at it and 
was smitten. | had to meet her, although it took me a while to gather the courage. But | did 
meet her and | fell in love with her. Now they killed her.” 


At this point, Eileen recalled seeing the maniacal loathing in Bill’s countenance when she 
dreamed her way into Tom’s office to witness his reaction to her letter. Eileen deduced the 
“they” Bill blamed for killing his love and thereby denuding his world included District Attorney 


Tom Danzig, Bill’s boss. 
“lam very saddened by this news, but | do appreciate you letting me know. Thank you.” 


She felt like she was reliving the security guard training session in which she and her 
classmates did roll-playing of a confrontation with an unstable, child-like, potentially 
dangerous man. The recollection of the hatred in Bill’s face when she saw him during her 
dream continued to haunt her and she anxiously wondered what he was capable of. 


“| would not have gone looking for your name in the visitor log if | had not read a letter you 
sent to the district attorney.” 


Eileen melted inside, her innards churned, and facial muscles twitched uncontrollably. 
“Don’t worry. No one else knows,” Bill assured her. 


“He’s going to blackmail me,” she reckoned. Her knees weakened so she walked the few 
steps to the bleachers and sat. 


Bill followed her, though he remained standing in front of her, passively. 


“Actually, | merely suspected it was you, until just now. She told me you were the only other 
person besides me who visited her in prison and learned her story. Therefore, you and | were 
the only ones who might have written that letter demanding Danzig do right by Renee. | didn't 
write it. That left you.” 


Eileen looked up and saw in his face a tinge of pride. She presumed he fancied himself quite 
the detective. She realized he overlooked the possibility that Eileen told someone else who 
then wrote the letter. At this point, suggesting that alternate theory was out of the question. 


“| read about you from your file -- the district attorney’s office keeps the applications for 
security guard licenses issued in the county. That’s how | learned where you live and work.” 


“You researched me, stalked me, and followed me here to the track,” Eileen accused, with 
indignation supplanting anxiety. 


“No, well, yes, | guess | did. But not to do you any harm. Please believe me. In your letter, you 
gave Danzig an ultimatum. You insisted he admit publicly what he did to railroad Renee and 
grant her a fair trial. You were on her side. You and | were the only ones who were. 


“| just wanted ... | don’t know what | wanted.” 


His eyes glistened again and the eyelids no longer restrained his grievous loss. He sat on the 
bleachers, four feet away from her. 


With his head in his hands, he muttered, “Maybe | just wanted, to talk to someone who also 
knew what a good woman Renee was -- and to thank you. She had no one but us. They killed 
her.” 


Eileen felt an urge to assuage the pain of a fellow human with a comforting touch on the 
shoulder, or else berate him for being a wimp. She wanted to trust his assurances of not 
sharing what he knew about her letter, or else silence him forever. She viewed him as a 
potential ally, or a threat. Still, there was something alluring about a man expressing such 
devotion for one woman. 


Two bewildered people shared a bleacher bench, neither knowing what to say or do. A minute 
of silence passed before Bill stood, hid his face from her, and apologized for upsetting her as 
he began to walk away. 


Then he stopped, turned part way, and inquired, “How did you know what you wrote about 
Sergeant Woodley? | checked and found he put in for early retirement, but no one | talked to 
knew why. Do you know why? What was the video you wrote about? What did he tell the 
pimp?” 


Another minute of silence passed while Eileen stared straight ahead at the ground and 
wrestled with how to respond. 


“He seems so sincere, so easy to believe, but is this all an act? Is he a plant, trying to get me 
to confess? Maybe he’s even wearing a wire. Did | confess to sending the death threat letter? 
No, | just didn’t deny it when he said he knew | wrote it.” 


With silent tension building, Eileen became aware her internal wrestling match played out in 
her grimaces and animated lip movements. She looked up and saw Bill waiting patiently. 


Without reaching a witting conclusion and as if with a mind of its own, Eileen’s mouth finally 
opened fully and surprised both of them with what spewed forth. 


“I saw it in a dream.” 


She mused, “Why did | say that? Maybe it’s for the best. Now I’m half way to an insanity plea 
if he is wearing a wire.” 


“| saw your boss in a dream demand Woodley retire immediately because ‘he got caught’ 
taking hush money from a pimp -- not because he took hush money from a pimp, but because 
he got caught doing so.” 


Those three words still elicited Eileen’s wrath. 


“The video was evidence of what Woodley did. Woodley told the pimp about the video and the 
pimp was going to kill the women he blamed for ratting him out. 


“| saw it in a dream. | know you won't believe that, you can’t believe it, no one can.” 
“No, no, | believe you. It’s the only explanation that makes sense.” 
“If that makes sense to you, buddy, you’re closer to an insanity plea than | am,” she thought. 


“You were bluffing in the letter -- the death threat, | mean. The moment | saw you here today, | 
knew you didn’t kill anyone and you wouldn't kill District Attorney Danzig.” 


“Why do you think | couldn't kill anyone? Because I’m a woman?” flashed in Eileen’s mind. 
“No, | want him to believe that. That’s good. Or is this part of the act? -- trying to lull me into 
letting my guard down and confess?” 


Bill Hauer smiled wryly as he finished what he had to say, “But, don’t worry. He'll get what he 
deserves.” 


Then he left. 


“Did he just say he was going to kill Danzig? No, not necessarily. ‘What he deserves’ could be 
nothing more than exposing his boss, just like | want to. But Bill can’t expose District Attorney 
Danzig for what he did to Renee or for what he did about Sergeant Woodley. Bill has nothing 
to back up any claims about what Danzig did. Bill is going to kill Danzig -- there’s nothing else 
he could have been implying. 


“Should | report it? | can’t betray him and expect him not to betray me. 
“If | hadn't killed the pimp, Danzig would have been partly responsible for the deaths of the 


prostitutes. And Danzig didn’t give a damn about those women. And he helped put Renee in 
prison when she did not belong there, which led to her being killed by another inmate. Tom 
Danzig has blood on his hands from Renee’s death, for sure.” 


Once again, a rationalization resolved a conundrum. 
“| hope Bill does kill his boss, and | won't say a word.” 


The morning newspaper sat on the table by the time Eileen came into the kitchen for 
breakfast the next morning. The headline stated District Attorney Tom Danzig was dead. No 
details about how he died appeared in the accompanying article, only quoted accolades from 
the editor of the newspaper and from the chief of police and from other pillars of the 
community, all as if previews of eulogies-to-come. 


“The same lack of information and the same bullshit as when they reported Renee’s husband 
was killed. Although there’s no mention of any suspect being arrested yet, unlike when the 
newspaper article reported Renee had been arrested as the suspect. That’s a good sign. 


“| can dream up the details the article left out. I’m not sure | want to know, though.” 


She did want to know. She merely did not yet know she wanted to know. Proof that she 
wanted to know arrived when her suppressed desire to know spawned an involuntary dream 
that night after work. 


She watched Bill leave the track after his prediction that “Danzig will get what he deserves.” 
She followed him to his car and accompanied him to Danzig’s house. 


Bill parked a block away from Danzig’s house and walked to the district attorney’s back door. 
He pulled a small revolver from his pocket, used the gun’s handle to break the glass in the 
door, reached in through the opening to unlock the door, and entered the kitchen as Danzig 
entered from the opposite doorway to investigate the noise. 


Danzig held a gun with both hands and pointed it at the intruder. He appeared to recognize 
Bill and pointed his gun at the floor while his face scrunched into a perplexed expression. Bill 
placidly aimed and fired. Danzig dropped his gun as he crumpled to the floor. Bill walked 
calmly to his victim and guaranteed his desired outcome with two more bullets to the temple, 
point-blank. 


“This is a dream. I’m in a dream,” Eileen realized, finally. 


Her subconscious desire to learn how Danzig died captivated her complete attention up to the 
denouement. Now her subconscious was finished and left her vision and hearing senses 
stranded in Danzig’s kitchen. Eileen needed to take over. 


She witnessed Bill turn, exit out the way he came in, and followed him as he walked back to 
his car, heedless of who might see him. 


“It's not even dusk yet. He has nothing concealing his identity -- no hood, no mask, nothing. 
He doesn’t care whether he gets caught. He is getting revenge for losing Renee and will join 
her when he is done? Is that his goal? Whom else is he going to kill first? How does he plan 
to end it? Suicide? Is he even thinking this through?” 


Eileen watched Bill drive off but chose not to follow him farther. For one thing, she was 
concerned he might get outside her range for maintaining good control in her dream. More 
importantly, now that her subconscious brought her to the crime scene, she decided she 
wanted to witness how the police investigated the murder. 


Waiting in the kitchen for someone to arrive required only a few seconds while in fast forward 
travel mode. A pair of police officers arrived first, entering the kitchen via the unlocked back 
door. Eileen slowed to normal forward time speed. One officer checked the body and shook 
his head while looking at the other. That second officer acknowledged the conveyed meaning 
with a nod and began searching the rest of the house, gun drawn, while the first officer called 
in to dispatch. 


Sirens blared soon thereafter and detectives Ryan and Kagen walked into the kitchen. It was 
not that those two detectives had a penchant for arriving at the scene of crimes Eileen 
dreamed about. Eileen learned during prior spying dreams of the police station that they were 
the only two detectives on the local police force. 


Ryan was on the phone with the chief of police, and Eileen heard, “Yea, Chief, we just got 
here. Give me a minute. | see one to the chest and one, maybe two to the temple. The temple 
shot or shots were from very close range. One gun on the floor. My guess as of now is it’s 
Danzig’s. Forced entry through rear door, broken glass from the door on the kitchen floor. No 
sign of anything else disturbed here. We'll check the rest of the house next. I'll let you know if 
we find anything. 


“Oh, before you go. You think you can find that death threat letter he told you about now? 
We'll look for it in his desk here. Can you look for it in his office at work tomorrow? Maybe we 
can get a clue if we find the letter. We got absolutely nowhere without it. 


“If it wasn’t the letter-writer who did this, it would be a hell of a coincidence, don't you think? 


“Why do you suspect that? The pimp was a bad guy. Danzig was a good guy. | could see a 
good guy killing the pimp or a bad guy killing Danzig. But one guy killing them both? What 
would the pimp have to do with Danzig? Is there something | need to know about? 


“Alright. Well let's hope the letter turns up and provides some useful clue. 
“Sure, bye.” 
Detective Ryan put his phone in his pocket. 


Alone, gazing absently at the corpse, he contemplated in a whisper, “If there is a vigilante, he 
punished the district attorney for not doing his job and forcing the vigilante to do it for him? 
The rapist should not have been out of prison. Did the vigilante blame that on Danzig? | need 
to check whether Danzig had anything to do with prior arrests of the rapist. Of course, if a 
vigilante is a nut case, it wouldn’t matter whether Danzig had anything to do with the rapist; he 
could still blame the local DA. 


“What did Danzig have to do with the pimp? The Chief must know something, the way he 
talked about a connection between those two killings.” 


Detective Kaden entered the kitchen and declared, “Il searched the desk. No letter with a 
death threat, but there are lots of files in the credenza. Maybe we can get some help going 
through those tomorrow.” 


“Tomorrow will be a busy day. Fun way to start a week, huh? But you and | need to talk to the 
Chief first thing in the morning.” 


Eileen decided to stake out Danzig’s office at the courthouse building. Unfortunately, she did 
not pay attention to where Bill drove in order to get to Danzig’s home. She elevated her 
vagabond senses through the roof and farther up until she could move no higher. Looking 
down from above the highest trees, she saw the distinctive courthouse building about a mile 
away, flew there, and moved down into the district attorney’s office to await the Chief's arrival. 


“That was a fun way to move around in a dream. | should try that more often.” 


Switching into fast forward, she saw that no one arrived until morning. Slowing, she saw Bill 
enter the office. She switched to normal forward time speed. Bill unlocked the desk with a key 
hidden under the desk blotter. She guessed Bill might have seen his boss hide it there 
sometime when Danzig did not realize Bill was in view. Bill opened drawers in Danzig’s desk 
until he found Eileen’s letter. Putting it in his pocket, he locked the desk, returned the key to 
its hiding place, slipped out of the office, and occupied his own desk. The clock on the wall 
indicated it was not yet nominal business hours at the courthouse. No one was there to see 
what Bill did. 


“What does he intend to do with my letter? With my letter and my name in the prison visitor 
log book, he could frame me for killing the district attorney. It would not be a strong case, but 
what would be my alibi? I’m observing Monday morning. He killed Danzig the day before, late 
afternoon, soon after leaving me at the track. | walked home and was then home alone when 
he killed the district attorney -- not much of an alibi. Actually, no alibi at all. 


“| can’t believe that’s what Bill intends to do. He made no effort to get away with what he did. 
He would have been more discrete if he was going to frame me for the murder. He’s clearly 
having some mental health problems, though. 


“I’m sure he’s only dangerous to those he holds responsible for the death of Renee. He’s like 
a loyal pup who lost his master. He thanked me sincerely for trying to get Danzig to undo 
Renee’s prison sentence. He’s not going to harm me.” 


Chapter 9 


Eileen’s traveling senses remained in place and witnessed the chief of police enter Danzig’s 
office a half-hour later. He closed the door behind him and searched everywhere for almost 
an hour. When he gave up and left, Eileen followed him to his own office in the police station, 
from where he called Detective Ryan. Ryan and Kaden joined him shortly thereafter. Eileen 
was anxious to witness that conversation. 


Ryan, the more senior of the two detectives, posed the question of the day while closing the 
door to the chief's office. 


“Anything in Danzig’s office? The letter?” 
“| searched. Even broke into his desk. No letter. Give me an update on the investigation, 
Ryan.” 


“Yea, we did more searching last night after | spoke with you -- turned up nothing, no letter. 
No usable prints on the door handle -- all smudged -- and no prints except Tom’s anywhere 
inside. 

“We spoke with the neighbor who reported hearing noises which sounded like either shots or 


a car backfiring, so she called it in just in case. Other than that, she didn’t hear or see 
anything. We spoke with other neighbors. Most weren’t home when the first neighbor heard 


the shots. One neighbor who was home said he thought he remembered seeing a man 
walking leisurely but couldn’t describe the walker in enough detail to be useful. He also said 
he would not be able to identify the walker if he saw him again. He didn’t get a good look at 
the walker’s face from his window and didn’t pay much attention to the walker because the 
walker did not look suspicious. 


“The two police officers you had patrolling the area due to the death threat against Danzig 
had gone briefly to grab a quick bite to eat when the first neighbor called in the report. The 
officers immediately responded to the dispatcher and were the first on the scene. They were 
at Danzig’s house in barely a few minutes after the neighbor called dispatch. They saw no 
one. From that and the fact that nothing else appeared to have been disturbed anywhere in 
the house, we concluded the home invader’s motive was murder and nothing more. 


“There’s a bunch of files at his home. Could we get some help going through all that 
paperwork and the DA's laptop computer looking for something to start with?” 


“I'll assign a couple of people to look through the files in Tom’s office in the courthouse 
building, but | want you two to go through the files at his home office. Pay special attention to 
anything you find in his home regarding his pending case files and recent cases closed within 
the past year, or so. However, | am counting on you two being especially discreet with 
whatever you see regarding his personal life. If you find something in his personal life pointing 
a finger at a plausible suspect, follow that lead, of course. But with public records laws and 
forced disclosures being what they are these days, | don’t want his personal life ripped open 
simply for the amusement of the peons out there. Got that?” 


“Yes, Chief.” 
“You, too, Kaden. Got that?” 
“Got it, Chief.” 


The detectives left and so did Eileen, the former through the office door, the latter through the 
office ceiling. She willed herself to elevate through the roof and flew to her bedroom in roughly 
a straight line, guided by her knowledge of the layout of the major streets in town, and joyfully 
yelling in her mind, “Eat your heart out, Peter Pan.” 


After a patient, soft landing in her bedroom in the present, she awoke and then fell 
immediately back to sleep, unperturbed by any of what she witnessed in that long dream. 


Eileen fell asleep so quickly and soundly that she neglected to reset her alarm clock to 
account for anticipated effects of missing much of her regular routine’s sleep time. The alarm 
went off in the morning, she turned it off, got up, opened her bedroom door, told Janice it was 
her day off and she was going to sleep in, closed the door, and returned to bed -- all without 
opening either eye, nor recalling later having done any of that. 


Eileen tried to stay on the same schedule each day whether she was working or not. She was 
essentially living by a schedule which most teenagers preferred: stay up late at night, sleep-in 
in the morning. Since she worked every other day, having two schedules, one for workdays 
and one for days off, would involve too much jiggling of her life rhythms. Her dreams, 
particularly the long duration ones, extended no respect for her schedule. 


She dragged herself into the kitchen in the early afternoon to get something to eat. Janice 
heard the rustling of slippers on the kitchen floor and came out of her own bedroom to sit at 
the kitchen table with her daughter. 


“| guess you’re wondering why | called you all here this morning,” Eileen mumbled while 
chewing, trying to make light of the situation. “Yea, it was one of those dreams. But it was 
good. | can control them, for the most part.” 


Janice listened earnestly and with no hint of judgement, which induced Eileen to continue. 


“They do take their toll on me, some worse than others. But | need them, at least for now. 
They let me see things from the past, things | did not see before. The benefits | derive from 
them outweigh the price | pay; again, at least for now. I’m not saying | won't try to stop them, 
somehow, sometime, or maybe seek help, like you suggested. Just not yet.” 


Janice nodded, communicating with her expression full support and respect for her daughter’s 
judgement. If Janice was still perplexed, as Eileen was sure she was, she perfectly 
suppressed how perfectly perplexed she was. 


Four days later, on Saturday, while finishing stretching after jogging at the track, Eileen was 
startled again by Bill’s voice. 


She lurched and said sternly, “You have to warn me when you approach.” 


Then she recalled a few pertinent, recent facts regarding the person she scolded. She 
switched into her dealing-with-an-unstable-and-dangerous-person mode. 


“I’m sorry for barking at you, but you startled me.” 


“No, | apologize. | should have warned you, but you looked so peaceful stretching that | didn’t 
want to intrude.” 


“You call that not intruding?” she thought. 
“Ms. Boda, | came here to give you this.” 


Bill held out a piece of paper. Eileen cautiously took and unfolded it. As she hoped, it was the 
letter she wrote threatening the district attorney. 


She looked at Bill with a soft smile to express her gratitude better than words, then cautioned 
herself, “I must not give him any impression he might misinterpret,” and changed her 
expression to convey acquaintanceship and nothing more. 


Her attention diverted momentarily to an epiphany buzzing in her head. 


“Willing myself to travel in my dreams is similar to willing my face to communicate with 
others.” 


Bill’s next words brought her attention back to him instantly. 
“| killed the editor.” 


That shock served to strengthen the aforementioned analogy because Eileen struggled to 
control her facial muscles similarly to how she struggled to control those earlier, challenging 
dreams of hers into the past. 


Tightening the grip on her composure, she launched into the first of a long list of questions 
spinning like numbered balls in a lottery cage. 


“When? When did you do that?” 
“Just now.” 


Grappling with how to word the next question, she considered, “| know how brazen he was 
killing the district attorney, although | must not let him know | know. If he was as brazen killing 
the editor as he was killing the district attorney -- in daylight and with no concealment of his 
identity -- the police could be looking for his car already. | don’t want to be seen by the police 
talking to him here, especially not with my letter on me. | want him to think | am only asking 
for his sake, not mine.” 


Her resulting wording was, “Are the police going to follow you here? Do you need to leave 
soon to stay ahead of them.” 


“| doubt it. I’m not worried.” 
“How did you do it, kill him, that is?” 


“| went to his home, broke a window. | waited a few seconds for him to investigate the noise 
and come within my view through the hole | created. Then | shot him. The first bullet was in 
the chest, then | carefully aimed the next two bullets to his head on the floor to make sure he 
was dead.” 


“Was anyone home with him?” 


“Probably not. | didn’t hear anyone call out to him after | shot him and | didn’t hear anyone 
scream when | walked back to my car.” 


“| Know we talked about the editor and what he did to help railroad Renee. Did you learn 
anything more about his role?” 


“Well, did you see the article in the newspaper after | killed the district attorney?” 
“Yes, | did. The article made Danzig seem like a saint.” 


“Exactly. No mention of your death threat letter as being a possible motive for the killing 
because that would mean talking about Renee’s husband and what a scumbag he was.” 


“| can’t let Bill know that Danzig never let anyone see or know what was in my letter. | do not 
want to have to say, ‘in my dream,’ again when he would ask how | knew that; and there’s no 
other way | could know that. Besides, it would be too late now to tell him.” 


“Bill, are you feeling like you did enough now?” 
“Not yet. That’s the other reason | came to see you again.” 


Eileen chose not to believe what her inner voice warned her might be the implication of Bill’s 
statement; so, instead of running, she stood still and said, “I’m listening.” 


“The woman inmate who stabbed Renee to death in prison pleaded guilty. Why wouldn't she? 
-- she’s already serving a life sentence. Her sentencing hearing is scheduled in courtroom B 
on Monday morning at 9 a.m. | have been following that case intently, as you can easily 
imagine. Her court-appointed lawyer is the same turd the court appointed to railroad Renee. 
The judge will be the same judge who accepted the plea bargain they used to railroad Renee 
and shut her up. 


“| need you to be there in that courtroom at nine o’clock. Please. This is very important to me. 
Please promise me you'll be there.” 


Renee calmly asked, “Are you going to kill me, too?” 


“No, no, absolutely not. No, you don’t understand. | need to see you there when | finish what | 
have to do so that | can be with Renee forever. You are the only one other than Renee who 
understands what | am doing and why. You will be her surrogate, to give me the courage | will 
need. Renee will be so appreciative, too. Please, do this for both of us.” 


“I'll be there. | promise.” 
Bill smiled and left. 


“| had to promise, given the circumstances. Should | keep my promise. If | don’t, would he 
punish me, too, for being treacherous? That won’t matter. | want to be there for him -- and for 
Renee.” 


Eileen walked home and burnt her letter. 


Eileen had all day Sunday, albeit mostly at her work place, to think about what she knew Bill 
was going to do and what she promised Bill. She did not. She neither elucidated her options 
nor contended with attendant risks. No monologue on morality played like a sermon in her 
ears. 


When she got home Sunday night -- technically, Monday morning, around 12:30 a.m. -- she 
set her alarm for too-early in the morning, skipped breakfast, and was approaching courtroom 
B a few minutes before 9 a.m. Bill sat in the front row of the gallery on the aisle watching the 
doors in the back of the room. His face shone slightly when he saw Eileen enter. She nodded 
barely perceptibly and took a seat across the aisle from him, in the row one-row-back from 
his. 

There were a dozen other spectators scattered among the three rows of pews in the gallery, 
half seated on one side of the aisle, half on the other. There was one guard in the courtroom, 
near the front. Eileen did not recognize him but recognized the uniform he wore and the 
model sidearm strapped to his hip. He worked for the same security guard contractor she did. 
Eileen refused to dwell on that guard’s connection to her or what might happen to him. 


At 9:05, the bailiff stood and trumpeted, “All rise. Court is now in session. The Honorable 
Judge Thomas presiding.” 


A gray-haired man, dressed in a dark robe, entered the courtroom from a door in the front. A 
woman, dressed in a prison jumpsuit, stood at a table in front of the gallery. Aman, dressed in 
a suit, stood next to her. Another man, dressed in a suit, stood at the other table in front of the 
gallery. Eileen, dressed casually, stood in her pew. Bill, dressed in a tenacious shroud of 
ordained tragedy, stood in his pew. 


Upon arriving at his overbearing desk on the elevated platform, Judge Thomas stated, 
“Please be seated.” 


He executed a perfunctory gavel bop. All sat, except Bill, who executed the judge with a 
single shot to the chest. Bill swiveled slightly and sentenced the inmate and her lawyer with 
one shot to the back for each. He pointed his gun at the guard who froze in place with gun in 
hand but not yet fully out of its holster. 


Bill quickly approached the guard and took the guard’s gun. Bill put bullets four, five, and six 
from his own gun in the heads of the judge, inmate, and her lawyer, each point-blank. He 
dropped his empty revolver and took the guard’s gun in his shooting hand. The spectators 
were all hiding on the floor, except one. Eileen remained seated, stoically. Bill’s eyes and 
Eileen’s eyes met. He smiled at her. 


“If he kills me now, too,” she thought unemotionally, “maybe | deserve it.” 
Bill put the guard’s gun in his own mouth and ended the spectacle. 


A harried evacuation from the courtroom carried away with it a din of screams. Eileen 
remained seated, staring at Bill’s lifeless body, center stage. Snapping back, she appreciated 
the need to flee lest she be questioned by police who would undoubtedly arrive momentarily. 
She exited through the rear courtroom doors and left the building, walking casually through 
the emptied hallway and lobby. One man sat on the marble steps outside the courthouse 
scribbling frantically in a small notepad. 


Oblivious to her surroundings, Eileen traversed that staircase and continued walking with no 
objective in mind, thinking only, “There have been too many deaths around here lately.” 


Two blocks of walking later, Eileen stopped for a traffic light. Seeing a diner across the street, 
she allowed her empty-stomach to act as maitre d’ and seat her at a faux-leather booth. While 
she examined the menu, a man entered the diner and sat at a stool at the counter a short 
distance away from Eileen. After Eileen ordered a meal, he walked up to her booth. 


He inquired gingerly, “You were in the courtroom this morning, weren’t you?” 


“Get lost. No, | can’t say that, Too rude. He doesn’t look like a detective, dressed too casually. 
Was he one of the spectators in the courtroom? | don’t remember seeing him there. | wouldn't 
remember any of the spectators, anyway. He obviously remembers me, though. What does 
he want?” 


Eileen unconsciously offered the man a blank face throughout her ruminating on how to reply. 
He maneuvered himself onto the booth’s bench opposite her and broke the silence. 
“| was in the courtroom and | saw you there. My name is Scott.” 


“This is surreal. You are trying to pick me up after that!?” communicated Eileen’s face without 
saying a word. 


“That was not a line, | promise. It was a shattering experience and | need to talk about it, but 
I’m visiting here and don’t know anyone. You appeared to be the only one in the room who 
kept it together. | was hoping you could help me through this, too.” 


Volumes of written and spoken edicts asserted for decades the female of the human species 
is genetically predisposed to be nurturing. By way of proof, one only needed to point out: if 
that were not true, there would be no human species today. Although, footnotes appeared 
more recently acknowledging there are exceptions. 


Eileen never felt the urge to have children. She never considered entering nursing, elder care, 
teaching young children, or similar careers practiced predominantly by women purportedly 
because of the feminine nurturing nature -- those careers, “sheerly coincidentally,” being 
relatively inadequately appreciated and meagerly remunerated. Correspondingly, for all her 
adult life, she was never attracted to needy men. 


However, she never discarded social decorum, either. 


“My name is Eileen,” she allowed, reluctantly. 


“After | left -- fled, actually -- | sat on the steps outside for a while and tried to jot down some 
notes before | forgot important details. | saw you leave a little while later. You seemed so 
calm. How did that not affect you?” 


Eileen’s quills bristled. 
“You followed me here?” 


“Please let me explain. | see | got off on the wrong foot. I’m a writer, a freelance writer. | travel 
the world looking for the ‘different.” 


Eileen cut him off impatiently and hurled an insulted barb. 


“Someone in this inconsequential speck on the globe didn’t run out of a courtroom like 
everyone else did, so that made me ‘different’ enough for you to write about?” 


Eileen’s deference to social decorum suffered a rout. There is always a limit on how much 
pressure a volcano can suppress before scorching magma finds its way to the surface. 


The man’s eyes looked down at his hands on the shared booth’s table. 


“| apologize. My words were poorly chosen. You were right to be insulted. We both witnessed 
something horrible this morning and no one should need to conform to any standard on how 
to react in such a situation. | was wrong to intrude on you like this. I’m sorry.” 


He returned to his stool at the counter and placed an order for himself. 


“Men keep stalking me. Then they keep apologizing for stalking me. Every woman who ever 
confided in me complained that the men in their lives never apologize. Well, ladies all over the 
world, hear this: you want a man to apologize? have him stalk you -- works every time.” 


Eileen’s silent monologue paused as her meal arrived, but she had much more to say to 
herself while she ate; although that monologue mutated into an internal debate, as her 
thoughts often did. 


After eating and paying her bill to the cashier, she stepped back to her booth to leave a tip on 
the table. That man on the stool at the counter pulled money from his wallet as the server 
cleared away his empty ice cream bowl. 


Eileen stood behind him and instructed, “If you still want to talk, I'll wait for you outside.” 


He quickly paid his bill and was outside facing her before she decided what to say next. She 
went with her gut. 


“Walk with me.” 

She led him like an elementary school principal bringing a misbehaving boy to detention. 
She demanded solemnly, “What do you write about?” 

“Most anything.” 

“You write about crime, criminals?” 

“Not in the past. | guess you could say | write human interest stories. That’s a pretty broad ...” 
“For whom do you write? 


“To date, nearly fifty pieces | submitted were published in at least a dozen different 
magazines. | write a piece that interests me and then submit it to whatever magazine | expect 


might be interested in it, too.” 
“Why are you here?” 


“You heard of the meme about everyone on the planet being connected to everyone else by 
only a few degrees of separation? A friend of a friend lives here and told my friend -- who told 
me -- about the DA here being murdered.” 


“You said you didn’t write about crimes.” 
“| haven't, yet.” 
“You said you don’t know anyone here.” 


“| don’t. | Know my friend, but | don’t know the friend of my friend. She’s the one who lives 
here.” 


“You told me you wanted to talk to me about this morning because you were shaken up over 
what happened. Was that the truth, or did you want to talk to locals so you could write a 
story.” 


“Both. | didn’t lie. | would have told you the whole truth if you had given me the opportunity.” 


Eileen glared outwardly, but his retort made an impression inwardly. She removed her helmet, 
though she left the rest of her armor in tact. 


They arrived at a small park. She sat on a bench and motioned him to sit there, too. 
Her onslaught continued, though softened in tone -- less accusatory, more inquisitive. 
“Why do you write? Why be a freelance writer?” 


“Because | can afford to. That’s too shallow. Allow me to elaborate. | love the freedom, being 
my own boss; | love seeing something | wrote published, knowing there are people who are 
reading what | wrote and enjoying it, hopefully; | love traveling, but | need a purpose for 
traveling; | love a challenge, like trying to convince you I’m not the big bad wolf.” 


The rest of her armor peeled away, but not yet her lance. 


“What did you mean when you said you can afford to? Do publishers pay handsomely for 
stories?” 


““Handsomely?’ | never use that word,” she pondered to herself. “And how dare | ask him 
about his finances? So embarrassed.” 


Hastily, she added, “That’s none of my business. | shouldn't have asked you that question. 
Never mind.” 


“| don’t mind you asking. No, the money | make selling my stories to publishers doesn’t even 
cover my travel expenses. What | implied is that | do not need to work for a living. I’m what 
they call a trust fund baby.” 


She admonished herself, “I wish | hadn’t asked that. Now if I’m less edgy with him, he'll figure 
I’m a gold digger.” 


“What was it about our DA being killed that made you want to come here?” 

“| haven’t been in this part of the country before.” 

“That’s all?” 

“Pretty much. If | get a lead and I’m not too busy and it would involve going somewhere I'd 


like to visit, | pursue it. Lately, I’ve been considering branching out to write pieces about 
crimes, criminals. This lead got me to try.” 


She looked at him askance but said nothing. 


The silence emboldened him to ask, “Have | survived the Eileen Inquisition? or shall | be 
burned at the stake at your decree?” 


A faint, disarming smile escaped his self-imposed, interview-mode professionalism. His smile 
begat a comparably subdued, disarmed smile from her. 


She contorted her smile into a stern scowl, intentionally exaggerated to betray its playful 
underpinnings, “Silence, heretic, or | shall break your bones on the rack.” 


He raised both arms in surrender, then brought them down slowly and said sheepishly, “I 
guess that was not a good response considering what happened in the courtroom.” 


“You never saw anyone being shot? Never served in the armed forces?” 


“No to both questions. | also was never in harm’s way when a shooter was active, or even if 
people were fighting -- not since high school on the fighting part, anyway. | don’t recall ever 
being so scared before. | really thought he was going to shoot everyone in the courtroom. 


“| was in the pew directly across the aisle from you. | was on the floor peeking past the side of 
the pew to try to see what the gunman was doing; and whether | should run or try to remain 
hidden. 


“| saw you sitting there, unfazed. That’s why | remembered you when you walked down the 
stairs past me. That’s why | followed you. Your reaction was so opposite to mine. | was drawn 
to you, as if you could sprinkle pixie dust or something on me and | would take it all in stride, 
too. 


“Alright, ‘pixie dust’ was another faux pas. | should have used some other metaphor. You can’t 
fly like Peter Pan, right? 


“Seriously. Were you in shock? Are you used to this kind of slaughter? Were you deployed 
and in combat? | did a piece on how experiencing combat is much more likely to worsen 
reactions to witnessing slaughter, rather than inure people to it. There were plenty of 
exceptions, of course. Are you an exception?” 


“| was not in the military. Perhaps | was in shock. | can’t tell.” 


“But you couldn’t have been in shock, now that | think about it. You had a full meal at the 
diner. | only ate some ice cream to calm my nerves. Ice cream does that for me -- it’s the 
ultimate ‘comfort food.” 


“You stalked me and then spied on me while | ate. What else are you going to confess? Come 
on, out with it, or it will be the rack for sure.” 


“| think ‘stalking’ and ‘spying’ are too extreme. | followed you. | observed you. What 
punishment would you deem appropriate for those crimes against Eileen?” 


They shared a light chuckle. 


“You remembered my name. You must be good at that. | have a difficult time remembering 
names. Did you tell me yours? Yes, you did. What was it?” 


“What was it? It was Scott then, it’s Arnie now.” 


“Mock me at your own peril, heretic.” 
“If it pleases, Your Highness, | proffer my card.” 


She smirked in feigned disapproval of his jocular antics while taking and reading his business 
card. 


“Your ability to joke with me seems at odds with the emotional reaction you say you had this 
morning.” 


“| would gladly flatter you over the efficacy of your pixie dust; but, truth be known, | tend to 
use attempts at humor or trying to be clever to defuse stress -- be it in a situation or in my 
mind. Still, | do believe talking to you has been helping me. 


“But you, on the other hand, have no need to talk about it? -- not even about why you were 
able to watch it all without even flinching?” 


With a flash of insight from his eyes, Scott added another potential angle. 

“Did you know this was coming?” 

“Scott, | don’t believe in destiny, so | don’t believe anyone can know what’s going to happen.” 
“But you expected what was going to happen even if you believe in free will.” 


“| could ask you the same thing. You said why you were in town but why were you in that 
courtroom this morning?” 


“| wanted to speak with the ADA, the assistant who is now in charge of the district attorney 
department since the DA was murdered. | was told the ADA was in the sentencing hearing in 
courtroom B, so | went there to catch him after the hearing adjourned. Did you know this 
morning’s shooter?” 


Eileen’s chest heaved with an indicative sigh. 
“You did, didn’t you?” 


“You are now in research-for-your-story mode. | can tell. For absolutely no good reason and 
with completely inadequate evidence to support my inclination, | am going to trust you; but 
only as follows. 


“You must promise not to use my name or identify me in any way in anything you write or in 
pursuing any leads. Do you promise me that?” 


“Yes, most certainly. | often rely on unnamed sources and attribute parts of what | write to 
unnamed sources. And my privilege as a journalist allows me to protect the concealed identity 
of sources. | promise | will not identify you. 


“You realize, though, it is incumbent on me as a journalist to verify anything you might tell me 
if what you tell me is disparaging to anyone. Otherwise, | risk losing a libel lawsuit over what | 
write.” 


“| understand. Even though you gave me your word, | am still going to be careful about what | 
tell you. | insist on that and you will have to accept that part of this bargain. | will give you 
leads to follow to help you research and verify the truth. That way, we are both being 
cautious.” 


“This is like you being Deep Throat in Nixon’s Watergate scandal.” 
“First Peter Pan’s pixie dust and now Deep Throat,” Eileen thought. “Is he a mind reader, 


reading my past thoughts? That’s not possible. But then delving into the past in a dream is not 
possible, either, and yet someone | know did that. 


“If he could read my mind, why would he ask me to tell him about what happened this 
morning? Because he needs to pretend to have a source? -- just like | can’t admit how | know 
what | learn from my dreams. That’s ridiculous. If he uses unnamed sources in his stories 
which he doesn’t need to reveal, he doesn’t need to pretend to have real sources. | am so 
overthinking this. He’s not a mind reader.” 


“| want you to know about Renee Toogat and | hope you write a story which provides a little 
bit of justice for her. What happened to her is at the heart of what happened this morning.” 


Scott fetched his small notepad and a pen from a pocket and transitioned into an investigative 
reporter. 


“There is an article on the website of our local newspaper from a few months ago. | will send 
you a link to it. No, | don’t want anything traceable. You will find it easily if you search on the 
name ‘Renee Toogat.’ The newspaper only wrote one article on her, the one showing her 
being arrested for killing her husband. 


“Here is the hard part to verify and | don’t know whether you will be able to. She was abused 
cruelly by her husband for the two years since they were married. But it was strictly verbal 
and emotional and mental abuse, not physical. So there won’t be any medical records you 
can use to verify it. He kept her isolated, without friends and too fearful to confide in her 
neighbors. She had no family, no one she could reach out to for help. So again, | don’t know 
anyone who could verify her abuse those two years. 


“I'll call you and tell you her address. | only spoke with one neighbor. Maybe other neighbors 
might have observed some of the abuse she suffered. Renee’s husband’s family took over the 
Toogats’ house immediately after Renee was arrested and did not allow her access to any of 
their assets to aid in her defense, so | doubt you will find any of them forthcoming; but you 
can try.” 


Eileen apprised him of the details of the events directly regarding Renee killing her husband, 
beginning with Renee leaving her house to walk somewhere and ending with her arrest that 
night. It was a chronological accounting built from information Eileen gleaned from Renee and 
from Eileen’s own dreams, with neither source revealed to Scott. He listened attentively, 
patiently, not interrupting, and took notes diligently. 


“You will not be able to hear any of this from Renee, herself. She was stabbed to death by a 
fellow inmate in prison. That inmate was the woman who would have been sentenced in this 
morning’s hearing. 


“The only evidence was on the body of Renee’s husband. He wore a sheath in which he 
carried his knife. That demonstrates it was his knife and he brought it with him. She had no 
weapon with which to kill him when she went for a walk because she had no intention to kill 
him. 

“Look at crime scene photos, if they allow you. The photos should show the sheath. The 
photos should show the positioning of his body was consistent with how | told you she killed 


him and pushed him off her. The photos and the medical examiner report should show he was 
killed during coitus, just like | described. 


“It’s all circumstantial, | realize, and you may not get to see any of it -- not the photos, not the 
medical examiner’s report. But that’s all there is that’s left. 


“No there is one more potential source you might be able to find. Her lawyer, her court- 
appointed lawyer. He should have taken notes on her case and documented her telling him 
what happened. You won't be able to talk to him, either. That lawyer was representing the 
inmate this morning. He was executed with her. 


“That’s all | can think of. You must have a ton of questions.” 
“To start, why do you say | might not get access to any of the evidence?” 


“Like most any town, | suspect, we have a group of influential people, mostly men, who look 
out for each other, using their political clout to protect each other’s reputations and financial 
interests. Renee’s husband was a member of that club. The chief of police is in that club. The 
district attorney who was killed was in that club. The editor of the local newspaper who was 
killed yesterday was in that club.” 


“The editor was killed yesterday? | missed that.” 
“It should be in this morning’s newspaper, | imagine.” 


“You said ‘it should be’ in the paper. So you knew about it before seeing this morning’s 
paper?” 


Realizing she volunteered too much, Eileen gambled. 
“It was on the newspaper’s website last night.” 
She did not check that website the prior night. 


“Didn't the evidence you explained come out in Renee’s trial? Wouldn't it all be in the court’s 
records.” 


Eileen further enlightened Scott with what she learned from Renee and Bill regarding Renee’s 
coerced plea bargain. 


“And the judge this morning, the other person killed by the gunman, was he the judge who 
accepted her plea?” 


Eileen nodded in reply and Scott conjectured, “The gunman this morning was avenging 
Renee. The DA must have been a major player in that plea deal, too. The same gunman 
killed him. The gunman killed the editor, too. 


“What a massacre. The gunman must have been Renee’s lover, or a relative who was very 
close to her. After he settled all the scores, he killed himself because he blamed himself for 
not protecting her while she was alive.” 


Eileen measured her response options carefully, then said, “I am not going to confirm or deny 
your guesses regarding the gunman this morning. Sorry. | expect you will not find evidence to 
support those guesses, though.” 


“Is there anything else you can tell me?” 


Eileen shook her head in reply and Scott continued, “No? Alright, well | greatly appreciate all 
the information you gave me and, | repeat, you have my promise | will not reveal your identity 
in any way. If you think of anything else you want to tell me, you have my card. Feel free to 
text, e-mail, or call. 


“By the way, | was honest at the diner when | told you | was not making a play for you. 
However, in the interest of full disclosure, now | am. Will you have dinner with me tonight?” 


Eileen thought longer than she needed to -- for effect -- before proclaiming, “No. You will have 
dinner with me tonight. I'll make a reservation. I'll text you where and when to meet. | will pay 
for dinner.” 


He smiled broadly, saluted with hand to forehead, and headed to the local newspaper’s office. 
She smiled coquettishly once he left, then went clothes shopping. 


Chapter 10 


“You look stunningly lovely,” Scott exclaimed as he got up from his seat upon seeing Eileen 
approach him. “Am | allowed to say that these days?” 


Eileen reached his table and twinkled, “We’re on a date. You are required to say that.” 


In recent months, Eileen spent more time than usual sport shopping at clothing stores. This 
day, she spent money, too. 


Also in recent months, her clothing proclivities evolved, becoming increasingly tempted by 
what might be described as modern classic and modestly alluring. This day, she committed. 


A store saleswoman well versed in identifying each shopper’s intrinsic color palette helped 
Eileen select a dress with jacket combination to complement her shapely physique. A 
talented, makeup consultant guided Eileen to gently accentuate her pretty features. A ballet 
instructor during Eileen’s high school years helped Eileen cultivate a gracefulness, 
reemerging that evening from dormancy. Eileen did indeed warrant Scott’s exclamation of 
“stunningly lovely.” 


When she glided through the restaurant en route to Scott, her glow enslaved eyes and 
infused minds with various wishes: “I wish | were young again,” “I wish | looked like that,” “I 
wish | were single again,” “I wish | knew where she shops,” “I wish | were young and single 
again.” 


Eileen’s confidence in her outward appearance diffused into her psyche. 


“May | help you with your chair?” Scott asked timidly, unsure how to treat a now delicate- 
looking woman who earlier authoritatively dictated to him the terms of this date. 


The lady nobly acceded while her face reassured him she was merely being impish. He took 
the opportunity while standing behind her to admire her sculpted legs as she crossed them 
upon being seated, adorned loosely by a mid-knee hemline seductively riding up slightly with 
the motion and crowned with always-in-style, moderate-heel pumps. 


“I'll come right out and admit it’s somewhat baffling to see this other side of you tonight. How 
shall | treat you? -- like my stern taskmaster from earlier today, or like the embodiment of 
femininity | behold now?” 


“Like a Greek goddess, of course.” 
Her puckish eyes comforted him again. 
“| hope you like this restaurant | chose. Have you read the menu yet? | wasn't late, was |?” 


“Not at all; late, that is. You were right on time. | got here a little early because | didn’t want to 
be late, myself. 


“And, yes, | did read the menu and it looks very appealing. Would you care for a drink? -- | 
wasn’t supposed to ask that. This is your date, well, it’s our date together, but it’s your lead, | 


mean. You get to ask if | would care for a drink, right?” 


“Would either of you care for a drink?” asked the server who arrived at their table undetected 
by Scott and who waited for just that opportunity to solicit them. 


All three chuckled over the server’s timing. 


Over the course of the evening, Eileen encouraged Scott to regale her regarding pieces he 
wrote in the past. Several times, she needed to overcome his apparent discomfort at 
dominating the conversation. 


Her genuine entreaties prevailed, until he finally insisted, “Il want to learn about you,” and 
would not accept any further delays. 


“Prepare yourself for a letdown. This Greek goddess is more like Cinderella after the clock 
struck midnight. I’m thirty years old, | work as a security guard, | live with my mother, and I’m 
a virgin. There’s nothing else to know about me.” 


With eyelids furled up into his forehead, Scott drawled, “Okaaaay.” 
Eileen clutched her confidence lest it drain through the gash torn by her self-exposure. 


“What | mean is, that is okay, really. | didn’t mean my reaction to come across any other way. 
You were just so candid, it took me surprise. Well let's take those revelations one at a time, 
shall we? 


“Thirty years old. You must be doing something to look so beautiful at thirty, or are you one of 
those rare individuals whose DNA makes it effortless?” 


Eileen talked about herself. She gagged the voice inside who screams, “No one is interested 
in what you have to say,” and described her jogging, the track, the walk to and from the track, 
the other benefits she derives from being outside in happy weather. They discussed foods 
they each eat and do not eat, and why. They commiserated on their distrust of the dietary 
supplement industry. 


Scott eventually reminded her about the second of her four, prior self-descriptions, and 
listened actively to learn about her almost unique work schedule, about teammates Amanda 
and Jerry, about the facility where she worked, about how much vacation time she accrues, 
and about why she chose that profession. When he asked about future career plans, though, 
she honestly admitted she never gets far when she considers that topic. 


The third segment of the pre-outlined conversation which dealt with living at home was 
relatively brief -- not much more than basic facts about how it came to be and why. 


Late in the evening, food and beverages fully consumed and appreciated, table cleared, bill 
paid, the fourth of four topics loomed. 


“Are you saving yourself for marriage?” 
“That’s a rather dated way of expressing that concept. Dated, but delicate. No, I’m not.” 
“Have you never been in love?” 


“Once, in college, freshman year; | think | was.” With Scott’s coaxing face tilted like a curious 
puppy, Eileen added, “We tried. He wasn’t experienced either and had difficulties. He wasn’t 
able to continue our relationship after that -- too embarrassed, | guess. Maybe | could have 
handled it better.” 


Trying to lighten the mood, Scott asked, “Was that a pun?” 


“Hardly.” 

They shared a laugh. 

“It's quite late and | need to get home now,” stated Eileen. 

They rose together from the table and left the now empty restaurant. 
“I’m glad you accepted my invitation.” 


“Accepted? You didn’t give me a choice, remember? This was a command performance on 
my part, and | am thrilled you left me no other option. | had a wonderful time tonight. Thank 
you for dinner. You work tomorrow, | know. May | take you to dinner on Wednesday?” 


“Retaliation?” 


“Quite the contrary. In addition to seeking the pleasure of your company, I’d like to tell you 
what | learned by then and, maybe, you might play the role of the Watergate Deep Throat 
again. | guarantee it will be much more pleasant to do that over dinner rather than in a dark 
parking garage in D.C.” 


“But | was so looking forward to the intrigue, the nefarious cloak-and-dagger danger, along 
with the carcinogenic fumes of the parking garage. 


“| would be pleased to accept your invitation.” 
“Excellent. However, this time, goddess, I'll text you with a time and place and pay the check.” 


They hugged gently and went their separate ways. Driving home, she mulled over which 
clothing items to buy on Wednesday. 


Eileen and Scott arrived at the same time, inadvertently parked next to each other, exited their 
separate cars and recognized each other simultaneously. Silly corruptions of well-known lines 
spoken via weak impersonations flew back and forth across an intervening automobile hood. 


“This parking lot ain’t big enough for the both of us; yea, see.” 
“Of all the gin lots, why did he have to park in mine?” 


“You're lucky you didn’t ding my passenger side door here in Dodge City or the car rental 
agency woulda come gunnin’ for ya.” 


“You rented a Dodge?” 
“| give up. It’s so good to see you.” 


They met in front of Scott’s not-a-Dodge car and embraced warmly. He took a step back and 
overtly looked her over, slowly, twice. During the first pass, she frowned as if half laughing 
and half disapproving a young boy’s mischievousness. For the second pass, she struck a 
pinup pose. 


The same saleswoman whose excellent advice worked so well two days earlier “hit it out of 
the park” again. Anew ensemble, new shoes, and different jewelry, collaborated to reproduce 
marvelous results. 


“Well, Doggy, ya sure do dress up mighty nice, Miss Eileen.” 


“Didn't you just say you ‘gave up?’ -- and yet you're still talking like that.” 
She entwined her arm through his and they walked into the restaurant together. 
“I’m just ‘gonna have-ta’ put a bar of soap in ya mouth. That'll learn ya, ya silly varmint.” 


With everyone in the restaurant watching them, they happily teased each other as they 
walked arm-in-arm behind the maitre d’. The main aisle of the restaurant seemed like a small 
town interpretation of the red carpet at a Hollywood awards gala. 


The conversation during the meal postponed business matters because discoveries about 
each other kept popping up. During dessert, Scott was especially pleased with his latest 
discovery about her. 


“You're fluent in Spanish? Really? Can you speak it without an accent, as if it was your native 
tongue?” 


“I’ve never had any native Spanish speaking person tell me otherwise, at least not anyone 
from Mexico. Native Spanish speakers from elsewhere guess I’m from Mexico, if they 
comment at all about it.” 


“So you must have been immersed in Spanish when you were very young. | wrote a piece 
about how almost no one can pass as a native speaker of any language if they are not 
immersed in it before ten or twelve years old, preferably younger. How did it happen for you?” 


“My father came from Mexico as a small child and is bilingual in English and Spanish, 
speaking both like a native speaker. He insisted | would be bilingual, too. He spoke to me only 
in Spanish for the first five years of my life while my mother spoke to me in English. 


“After that, he still mostly spoke to me in Spanish to keep me from forgetting the language. 
Although sometimes it seemed he did it to piss off my mother because he would make what 
he told me sound sinister, as if he were plotting with me to do her in. She knew | would always 
tell her later what my father and | talked about, so he never evoked a paranoid reaction from 
her. | think that pissed him off, instead.” 


“When | researched that piece | wrote, | learned many studies showed multiple benefits from 
being able to speak more than one language. What | wrote, though, was primarily a 
condemnation of how most public schools in the United States do not begin teaching a foreign 
language until age eleven or twelve, and that’s too late to start; especially because it isn’t 
even immersion -- typically less than an hour per day. 


“It's a terribly wasted opportunity. | learned from experts | interviewed that the human brain 
changes with age, initially being incredibly adept at learning language, then later losing much 
of that ability and becoming adept at abstract thinking. So what do we do too often in our 
country? We wait to start teaching foreign language until the child is less capable of learning a 
foreign language while we start teaching math before the child’s brain is better suited for 
learning abstract concepts. Brilliant, just brilliant. And we’ve known about this progression of 
the human brain for decades, yet so many school systems refuse to change. Mine was one of 
those school systems which steadfastly refused to change. | was infuriated when | researched 
and wrote that piece.” 


“What do they do in other countries?” 
“It varies, of course, but most do it right. Here’s an interesting example. 


“When | travel, | generally learn a few key words and phrases in the native language where 
ever | go, and | always learn how to ask whether a person speaks English. It’s rude and 


arrogant to begin speaking English in a foreign country as if expecting everyone in the world 
will learn my language so | need not make any attempt to converse in theirs. 


“However, when | visited the Netherlands the first time, | was warned not to ask the locals 
whether they speak English.” 


“Why not?” 


“Because Dutch children learn English in school, and they learn to speak it quite well; not 
surprising because foreign language education there begins with their earliest grades. 
Therefore, if you ask a Dutch person whether he or she speaks English, that’s tantamount to 
asking whether they went to school. If someone effectively expressed doubt you went to 
school, wouldn’t you be insulted?” 


“Certainly. That’s fascinating. You learn so much by traveling. It’s an integral part of who you 
are, isn’t it? -- | mean the traveling life style.” 


“It is. | won’t deny it. | can’t see myself willing to give it up. The way you spoke that question 
implied it could not be your lifestyle. Did | surmise correctly?” 


“The contrast between your life style and mine couldn’t be more stark. I’d love to see some of 
the world, though certainly not all of it. There are places | would not wish to go. I’ve enjoyed 
so much hearing about the stories you've written and perhaps even more so the behind-the- 
scenes tales of what you did and experienced in the process. 


“Nevertheless, you read me right -- rather astute of you. | do not believe | could be happy long 
term being on the go almost constantly.” 


“Is it plausible you could be happy in a long term relationship with someone who is on the go 
almost constantly, but you accompany him only occasionally, and only to places you wish to 
visit?” 


“I’m flattered you asked that question. In the interest of full disclosure -- as you said when you 
first asked me out on Monday -- | asked myself that question. It’s absurd for either of us to 
entertain such a question so soon after meeting. But here we are, doing just that. 


“It's even more absurd for me to answer that question so soon after meeting. Scott, | can’t say 
I’m sure of my answer but | don’t believe | could.” 


“It’s good that you told me -- better sooner than later. Obviously, I’ve become very enamored 
of you. So, after tonight, anything?” 


“May we defer that? Let’s see how we survive reviving the original aspect of our relationship.” 


Scott looked around the room. Satisfied they would not be overheard, he flipped open his little 
notepad, flipped also an internal switch in his brain, and eagerly divulged the highlights of his 
prior two days’ efforts as if collaborating with any colleague. 


“As you already knew, the local newspaper ran a story about their editor being murdered. 
That story gave no details. However, that’s not unusual because that murder is an on-going 
investigation. By the way, the fact that the newspaper didn’t give any details about the death 
of Renee’s husband or of the killing of the DA might not have been a coverup, after all. Those 
coverages, or lack thereof, could likewise have been to avoid providing the public with more 
information than necessary, considering those were on-going investigations at the time, too.” 


“Alright. But, don’t forget, even after Renee was sentenced and her case closed, the 
newspaper never published a word more about her or her side of the story.” 


“Right, and I’m going to get to that shortly. 


“Yesterday’s newspaper had a front page photo of Bill Hauer, the shooter in the courtroom on 
Monday. This time, they did include a description from witnesses who told the reporter what 
they saw, but no speculation on the motive.” 


“Did the reporter interview you?” 
“No. You?” 
“Me neither.” 


“| think the difference in the coverage of the courtroom shooting is that witnesses already saw 
what happened, so there was no value in not disclosing to the public what had been seen. It 
could be argued the paper did a public service in this instance by reporting what happened 
before wild rumors could circulate and distort the truth.” 


“Besides, there is not going to be any trial for Bill because he killed himself in the courtroom.” 
Scott’s eyes opened wide in acknowledgement of her input and scribbled in his notepad. 
He stated absent-mindedly while he wrote, “We make a good team.” 


“Now here’s some corroboration of what you suspected and told me. | spoke with that 
newspaper reporter -- | didn’t say | was in the courtroom, naturally, just identified myself as a 
freelance writer researching Renee Toogat. | asked him about any follow-up to the article they 
did about Renee being arrested for killing her husband -- the article you told me about, thank 
you. He said the editor instructed him not to write any follow-up on that story line.” 


“They circled the wagons. They really did it. | was right.” 


“Yesterday, Tuesday, during the day, | spoke with neighbors, like you suggested, but that got 
nothing, like you told me to expect. The people living in the Toogat’s house now are renters. 


“Then | went to the DA's office. Chaos. The ADA moved into the DA role when the DA was 
murdered and he is under water trying to do two jobs’ worth of work. The clerks are trying to 
help him but they have to carry their extra loads since their former co-worker, Bill Hauer, killed 
himself. Meanwhile everyone there is also frantically searching for two new hires. 


“| made a copy of the file on Renee.” 

“They let you do that?” 

“I’m a sorcerer. | dabble in green magic.” 

“You bribed someone.” 

“Eileen, do you recall when you accused me of stalking and spying on you?” 
“Indubitably, | do, and | will never let you forget it, either.” 


“Then you recall, as well, how | explained that the words ‘stalking’ and ‘spying’ were too 
harsh. In that same vein, ‘bribing’ is too harsh of a descriptor for what | did. 


“| merely spoke with one of the clerks who was staying late last night when no one else was in 
the DA offices and explained | was going to put in a formal, freedom of information request via 
the Secretary of State’s office for a copy of the file on Ms. Toogat. | further said that, seeing 
how terribly busy he and his co-workers are and will be for the foreseeable future and since 
official information requests require a response within a short deadline, | considerately offered 
him an incentive. 


“| mentioned that, as part of such an information request, | would have to pay his department 
a reasonable charge for him or one of his co-workers to make the copy of the file for me, 
probably around $200. That would be typical from my experience with such formal requests. | 
offered him $200 on the spot, in cash, to pay his department now, and that | would 
photograph the file’s pages myself right there, while he continued working. That way, | get 
what | need immediately instead of going through the formal channels and neither he nor his 
co-workers ever get the burden of responding to the formal request for information. He 
appreciated the offer and accepted. 


“| wouldn't call that a bribe, would you?” 
“Maybe the word ‘bribe’ was too harsh, after all.” 
“I’m glad you agree. 


“Just as you expected, the crime photos were in the file. Added bonus: so was the medical 
examiner’s report, so | didn’t need to try to persuade someone to share that with me. 
‘Persuade.’ Now there’s a much better word. 


“Anyway, it was all there. | have proof of the knife sheath, | have the official conclusion as to 
how the husband was killed and it was exactly like you described. | have a transcript of 
Renee’s interrogation by the detectives after she was arrested. Everything is mutually 
consistent and corroborates what you told me. 


“And there was more of interest in the transcript. Renee told the detectives she had been 
abused for two years since they got married. When they asked if there were any witnesses to 
that abuse, she told them about one neighbor who always walked her dog by their house two 
or three times each day. Renee thought that neighbor would have heard some of it because 
she walked by with her dog on two occasions when Renee was working in her garden and 
Renee’s husband was berating Renee while he had his back to the neighbor and so didn't 
see the neighbor was within earshot. 


“| spoke with that neighbor earlier yesterday but she refused to talk to me. However, the 
detectives talked to that neighbor as part of their investigation after Renee told them about the 
neighbor possibly witnessing the abuse. Their report included the neighbor telling the 
detectives about those two occasions. The neighbor remembered what Renee’s husband said 
to Renee, in detail, because it disgusted the neighbor to hear it. 


“This morning, | went to Renee’s lawyer’s office -- the lawyer Bill Hauer killed in the 
courtroom. It was locked with a sign recommending clients consult with other attorneys in 
town. Apparently that lawyer did not have a partner, so his practice was out of business now. | 
let myself in to search for his file on Renee.” 


“Let yourself in? via green magic? or black magic? or do you also pick locks?” 
“There are helpful skills for every profession. 


“| found the file. The report from the detectives’ investigation was in the file, but not the part 
documenting talking with that neighbor. The DA did not allow that to be shared with her 
attorney or else her attorney did not want a written record showing he knew about that 
potential witness for her defense. Either way, that stinks. 


“Bottom line: | can use all these sources to tell Renee’s story, never needing to claim an 
anonymous source, so | won't. But | would not have known where to look or what to look for 
without your help. Your guidance was invaluable. You said you wanted a little bit of justice for 


Renee. You made it possible.” 


“But you were the one who made it happen, and in only two days. | doubted it could be done 
at all. You’re incredible.” 


“I still have to write the piece and get it published. But editors keep urging me to write about 
this kind of thing, so | am confident about getting it published. 


“However, I’m not quite done yet with what | want to tell you. 


“This morning, since the lawyer’s office was near the prison and it was still early, | went there 
and spoke with a couple of guards. One of them remembered Bill visiting Renee weekly, 
every Saturday, for many weeks. | photographed the visitors’ logs documenting those visits. 


“You told me Renee was at the heart of what happened Monday morning in the courtroom, 
but you would not confirm or deny my hypothesis as to Bill’s revenge motive for the courtroom 
shootings; nor my hypothesis that he also killed the DA and the newspaper editor, and with 
that same motive. You said you expected | would not find evidence to support my hypothesis. 


“You were correct again. | did not find any solid evidence. | wish to include my hypotheses in 
my piece, anyway, with the circumstantial evidence | have, fully acknowledging it’s nothing 
more than my own hypotheses. Would that be acceptable to you? | mean, did you and Bill 
have a relationship, a friendship, so you don’t want me to suggest his motive? Is that why you 
knew so much?” 


“Bill was not a friend. We did not have a relationship. Obviously, you have to write about Bill’s 
shooting spree in the courtroom. | don’t see how you could avoid it and still tell this story 
about Renee. | expect the shooting spree will be the part of what you write which will most 
capture your readers’ interests. | do not object to you including your hypotheses. Thank you 
for asking.” 


“Completely off the record, are my hypotheses wrong?” 


“Your hypotheses included a conjecture that Bill killed himself in part because he felt guilty 
about not protecting Renee while she was alive. That seems plausible, but | have no 
knowledge about that. You also guessed, as | recall, Bill was Renee’s lover, or a close 
relative. What you photographed in the prison visitors’ log is all there ever was between Bill 
and Renee. Those are the only corrections | offer to the hypotheses you told me on Monday, 
but strictly off the record.” 


“And as to how you know what you know?” 
Eileen pondered, “Do | admit the two times Bill came to the track? the dreams?” 
She looked pensively into Scott’s eyes but then shook her head. 


Scott flipped the switch in his brain, turning off freelance writer mode and returning to the 
relationship between him and Eileen. 


He looked around and declared, “We’re the last ones still here at this restaurant, too.” 


Eileen scanned the empty tables and added, “We've now closed two restaurants within forty- 
eight hours. If our reputation precedes us, we might not be allowed in any other restaurants in 
town. Shall we go?” 


Arm-in-arm again, their music-less recessional mimicked their earlier processional, except all 
the attentive eyes this time belonged only to restaurant staff. 


Outside, Scott stopped and grew solemn, “I'll be leaving tomorrow. Got my next lead lined up 
with an appointment first thing Friday morning. May | invite you to come back to my hotel 
room with me?” 


“A girl in every port?” Eileen teased him. 
“Hardly.” 


They both recalled the hearty laugh they shared when Eileen spoke that word on Monday 
night. Notwithstanding it was Scott speaking it this time and in a very different context, they 
again laughed together. It broke the tension, temporarily. However, Eileen could not refuse to 
confirm or deny on this request. 


“| Know | enjoyed your company, again. | Know dinner was delicious, thank you. | know | like 
you. | know | will be sleeping alone tonight.” 


“| didn’t think there was any harm in offering. Was there?” 
“No harm. Any harm in my not accepting your offer?” 


“The only harm would be if | can’t get to see you again. | enjoyed you very much, too, and 
wish to do so again. We can keep it strictly a friendship, if that’s what you prefer. If you ever 
want to change that, though, you will need to say so. | won't ask you again; but please don’t 
interpret that to mean | lost interest in being your lover.” 


“Let’s stay in touch. Would you promise me one more thing? Let me know when and where 
your story gets published so | can read it.” 


“ll do that and much better than that. I'll send you a draft before | submit my piece anywhere 
and will welcome your comments and any other feedback.” 


“It's well known writers can be quite sensitive to criticism or even suggestions posed politely.” 


“l’ve never been like that. And one of the advantages of working for myself is that | get to 
decide what criticisms or suggestions to accept.” 


“It’s a deal, then. Scott, I’m glad you followed me Monday morning.” 
“Come on, we both know | stalked you.” 
They embraced sincerely, she kissed him on the cheek, they again went their separate ways. 


Eileen had neither wish nor need to fact-check Scott. Therefore no unintended dream was 
expected to interfere with her sleep that night. Unfortunately, no opportunity to test that 
assertion presented itself until the early hours of the morning when, after 147 squishes of the 
pillow and 247 full body rotations in quarter-turn intervals and 347 examinations of the alarm 
clock’s displayed time, she finally fell asleep. 


“Bad dreams?” inquired Janice with trepidation when Eileen stumbled into the kitchen in the 
morning. 


“Worse. | couldn’t turn my brain off last night. I’m in no shape to pull a twelve hour shift today, 
so | called in sick. I’m going to eat something and try to sleep today.” 


“Your friend didn’t treat you badly last night, did he?” 
“Perfect gentleman. | had a wonderful dinner and wonderful evening.” 


Janice ceased asking questions, hoping the best course of action at that moment was to just 
be there if her daughter needed to talk to someone. Eileen spent the prior night talking to 


herself, thoughts and recollections chasing each other like screeching children playing tag in 
the schoolyard. She concluded her best course of action was to talk about it. 


“| really like him. | hope we can remain friends. We could have a fling. He travels most all the 
time. | might get to see him in brief visits here or go with him sometimes on a trip. Maybe that 
would be fine for a while, until one of us meets someone else, or until it would become too 
unfulfilling for me, or until he got bored with me, or | become jealous over whom he might be 
seeing when he is not with me. We probably couldn't remain friends after a fling dies. It can’t 
be long term, so is a fling worth it? | don’t know. 


“Do you remember what happened to me freshman year? the guy | liked a lot?” 
“| do, certainly.” 


“| think | blame myself for that. | didn’t comfort him enough, or boost his confidence enough, 
reassure him enough. | wasn’t receptive enough, or had my own doubts about making love 
with him. | was devastated when he wouldn't see me or talk to me after that. He didn’t trust 
me not to make fun of him or tell anyone? | know the platitudes: that was his problem, his 
loss. But | feel | let him down, | hurt him. | cared a lot for him but | hurt him. 


“He got even with me. That’s for sure. | curled up inside, hardly ever smiled at a guy. | was 
protecting guys from the ‘all-powerful emasculator.’ It sounds so silly, but | think that’s been 
there ever since. | think it was there last night, too, in the back of my mind. 


“Pretty easy to see why | didn’t sleep last night, huh?” 


Optimistic that expressing her thoughts aloud lined up all the screeching children with their 
rowdiness now expended, finally ready to behave obediently in class, Eileen stood to go back 
to bed. 


“Thanks, Mom.” 


Two days later, a well-rested, upbeat Eileen heard an alert from her computer while she 
dressed for work. The return address of the new entry in her e-mail application’s inbox seized 
her attention. The subject line read: “What do you think?” The body of the message contained 
only an attachment and the words “I wrote it on the flights and in airports.” 


She opened the attachment to confirm it was the draft of Scott’s piece. Realizing she would 
be late to work if she read it immediately, she endured seven hours of delayed gratification 
until her dinner break. She devoured both together. 


She deliberated over a reply during the remainder of her shift, swapping synonyms 
repeatedly, massaging styles multiply. Sleep that night after returning home was out of the 
question until that reply migrated from her memory to her computer. Buoyed by a burst of 
alertness, she wrote: 


“Dear Scott, 


“It's fantastic -- suspenseful like a murder mystery and edifying like a documentary. Not dry, 
not over-dramatized, just right. 


“Thanks so much for letting me preview it. You write beautifully. | graded it an A plus. 


“Missing you already. 

“Eileen.” 

She sent it and slept well that night. 

The next morning, Scott’s follow-up message’s subject line read “Trying for extra credit.” 
“Dear Eileen, 

“So glad you liked it. Your opinion means a great deal to me. 


“| got a lead for a piece in San Diego next month, but | will need to hire an interpreter. The 
people | anticipate interviewing are recent immigrants who, | was warned, only speak 
Spanish. May | hire you? 


“| would pay for your transportation to San Diego and back home, your (Separate) hotel room, 
your meals, and a stipend. | expect the interviews would take five days. 


“If you wish, though, we can stay in San Diego five more days together and be tourists there. 
“What do you say, teacher? 

“Hoping to see you in San Diego. 

“Scott” 

She replied immediately: 

“Count me in as both interpreter and fellow tourist. Sounds great, with two exceptions: 

“no stipend (I appreciated the offer, though, thanks), 

“no need for separate hotel rooms (as far as I’m concerned). 

“Looking forward to seeing you again. 

“Eileen” 


Chapter 11 


Electronic versions of flight tickets arrived in Eileen’s inbox two days later. Armed with the 
dates, she put in her request for vacation time. 


Next, she informed Janice. It was obvious that Janice battled mightily to squelch all naturally- 
occurring isotopes of parental apprehension so that she would emote only vicarious 
excitement. Eileen smiled lovingly to convey acknowledgement and gratitude. 


Finally, there was more shopping: clothes, travel-size toiletries, and luggage. 


“| might have made a mistake by turning down the stipend,” she mumbled, only partly joking. 
“No, | had to turn that down. That would have felt like being a prostitute. So what am | if | 
accept plane tickets, meals, and entertainment but not a stipend? Oh, that’s an easy question 
to answer. I’m a call girl.” 


As prearranged, Scott waited for her at the passenger arrival exit in San Diego airport. Their 
greeting was consummated with an eager embrace, tastefully executed for public 
consumption, followed by exchanged pleasantries, compliments, and retellings of that day’s 
events; all while Scott drove the rental car to the hotel. With luggage stowed in their upper- 
floor suite featuring an expansive view, they dined together in the hotel’s ritzy restaurant. 


The table was cleared of dishes and debris, the check charged to the suite, and Scott 
suggested, “Shall we retire to our suite before we close this restaurant, too? 


“May | help you with your chair? Here come the envious eyes from all over the restaurant 
again.” 


“It’s compliments like that which make the rouge on my cheeks superfluous.” 


They chuckled briefly, then neither spoke again until they closed their suite’s door behind 
them; at which point Scott began, “I know you’ve had a long day and, from the tales you told, 
not the easiest one. But then traveling is almost always like that, especially when dealing with 
connecting flights and layovers. | would certainly understand if you are not feeling like doing 
more than going to sleep tonight.” 


“Very considerate of you. I’ve already waited too many years.” 
Passionate but patiently gentle, they graduated gradually to the bed. 


Scott paused, caressed her shoulders, and whispered, “Any misgivings at any time, anything 
doesn’t feel right, not completely comfortable for any reason, we'll stop. You are in control. 
Tonight, we both focus entirely on pleasing you, nothing else.” 


“| told you almost nothing about this lead | have here in San Diego.” 


“That's because you're devious and nefarious. You lied about there being any lead for a story 
so that you could trick me into coming here. Your entire purpose was to have your way with 
me last night.” 


“| see you figured it all out, my pretty. Well now | will take you to my deepest, darkest dungeon 
and tickle you to death.” 


“No, no, anything but that, you cruel, evil Scott. By the way, why are dungeons always 
deepest and darkest?” 


“That’s a good question. Perhaps | should research that -- might make for a good piece | 
could write. 


“Now, when we last left our heroes, | was about to fill you in on why we are here -- alright, 
besides my worshipping your voluptuousness.” 


“Oh, my darling Cyrano, speak to me of love. Steal my heart away with words from centuries 
ago.” 


“You are beyond incorrigible. We have conspired to let loose a sarcastic spirit imprisoned 
these many years somewhere inside that inscrutable mind of yours.” 


“You mean in the deepest darkest, right?” 
“Craig Carter.” 

“What? Who?” 

“Good, I’ve tamed the sarcastic beast.” 
“For the moment. Who is Craig Carter?” 


“You may recall | told you | grew up in San Diego. My best friend throughout school years was 
Craig Carter. His family lived less than a mile from us. We are both only children and shared a 
fair number of interests. We were each doted on by parents who had the economic means to 
spoil us rotten but didn’t. Even though we are the same age, he’s always been bigger and 
stronger -- and still is, even more so. Other kids in school learned quickly not to pick on me. 
My friendship with Craig saved me from a lot of bullying I’m sure | would have had to endure. 


“More importantly, in my senior year of high school, | started doing things that were not in my 
best interest. | guess | caught the teenage rebelliousness disease from some kids | started 
hanging out with. Craig never caught that disease and | quickly realized his friendship meant 
more to me than doing stupid things. | owe him a huge debt of gratitude for that. 


“After we graduated from high school, | went to college and he joined the Marines, but we 
always kept in touch. Whenever he came home to visit his parents, | would try to visit my 
folks, too, so Craig and | could spend some time together. He didn’t need to work -- as | said, 
his parents were wealthy, like mine, though his were significantly more affluent than mine, | 
suspect. But he was made for the Marines, in body and temperament. He thrived there and 
was promoted above zone repeatedly -- meaning he was routinely promoted as early as 
military regulations allow. 


“About three months ago, someone broke into the Carter home and burglarized it. Craig’s 
parents were asleep in the house. His parents were murdered during the burglary.” 


“That’s terrible.” 


“More than you know. They were wonderful people, philanthropic locally with their time and 
money. 


“Craig resigned his commission and came home to deal with the aftermath. | dropped what | 
was doing and came to San Diego and tried to help him deal with it all. 


“Turns out the murderer had been terrorizing a community of recent immigrants, but none of 
the immigrants had ever been willing to file a police complaint for fear of being deported or 
retaliation from the murderer. The police learned from an informant that some of the 
immigrants witnessed the murderer bragging about what he did and showing off things he 
took from the Carter home. The police brought in those witnesses for questioning, but none 
were willing to testify, at first. 


“One of those police officers, a guy who went to high school with Craig and me, told Craig 
what was happening at the police station. Craig came to the station and, with the aid of an 
interpreter, told the witnesses who he was and begged them to help him remove the murderer 
forever, for their own sake and out of gratitude for all the Carters had done for them. 
Something in his plea worked. They told police where to find some of the items the murderer 
stole from the Carters’ home and agreed to testify. 


“The defense attorney got the trial delayed to give the witnesses more time to get scared, 
change their minds, and back out. The witnesses started getting death threats so the judge 
stopped allowing further delays. The trial suddenly began the beginning of this week. | hurried 
back here again and attended each day of the trial with Craig. Those wonderful people came 
through and testified. Their testimonies and the evidence of the recovered, stolen items were 
damning. Closing arguments were yesterday and then | went to the airport to meet you. 


“| stayed at my parents home until you arrived, then | got us the hotel suite. I’m pretty sure 
you would prefer that over staying in my parent’s guest room.” 


“Thank you. Although | wouldn’t mind meeting your parents at some point.” 


“I’m sure they would be very pleased and impressed to meet you. Let’s do that later this 
week.” 


“When do | meet Craig?” 


“Today at lunch. The DA told him the jury will begin deliberations this morning and they almost 
never finish before lunch -- jurors typically like getting a free lunch. We’re going to have lunch 
with Craig near the courthouse so we can be available for the verdict being delivered, 
hopefully this afternoon. The DA was very confident there would be a quick conviction.” 


“What is the lead Craig gave you?” 


“Originally, when | asked you to be my interpreter, Craig urged me to do a piece telling the 
story about how the murderer terrorized the immigrant community and how they were afraid 
to talk to the police about that or about his parents’ murder. Now that the trial happened, he 
wants me to write about how brave and selfless these immigrant witnesses were, without 
using any real names of course. | think it would make an even better piece.” 


The couple approached Craig, who waited for them outside the restaurant. Eileen noted his 
fitness-trainer-like body, unmistaken despite being clothed in a fine suit. This was yet another 
example of how Scott never lied to her. Craig looked up from his phone, spotted them, and 
put his phone away immediately. He grinned recognition toward Scott, then relaxed his facial 
muscles slightly to form a welcoming, inclusive gesture directed toward Eileen. Eileen 
returned the gesture, in kind, then glanced down naturally to momentarily scan the intervening 
sidewalk for potential heel or toe trapping cracks. She looked up barely in time to catch 
Craig’s eyes flash down and back up and open wide for an instant betraying his appreciation 
of what he saw before he quickly diverted his gaze toward Scott. Eileen wondered whether he 
realized she had caught him in the act or, perhaps, whether he intended for her to catch him. 


The two men greeted each other with a hug and then Craig turned slightly to face Eileen. He 
waited for her to indicate how she wished to be greeted. She extended a hand and he 
additionally allowed her to lead on how strongly they gripped each other’s hands. She 
selected a firm yet warm grasp. 


“Eileen, I’m very pleased to meet you.” 
“Craig, my condolences for your terrible loss.” 


“Thank you. | appreciate that. Shall we have lunch? | made a reservation. Scott told me about 
you and | expect he told you about me, but surely there will be more to share over lunch.” 


“Actually, the only reason | told you two about each other was so that | wouldn’t need to make 
any introductions. My plot worked perfectly.” 


Craig set the tone for the table conversation, intentionally steering far away -- right from the 
outset -- from the murders, the trial, or any topic remotely related. Eileen and Scott followed 
his lead. She wondered about Craig’s motive again, this time as to whose benefit Craig 
intended to serve in so leading, his or theirs. 


As a result, lunch was delightful, the company was congenial, the conversation lively. Eileen 


decided in retrospect Craig’s lead was for the benefit of everyone. 


“It was wonderful meeting you, Eileen. Had Scott accurately described you in advance even 
more fully than he did, | would have thought he was exaggerating because he was enchanted 
by you. So I’m glad | got the chance to see for myself. | also got to see he is indeed 
enchanted by you.” 


“Guilty as charged.” 


Eileen discreetly poked Scott’s leg under the table, though Scott’s face revealed he already 
recognized his own questionable choice of wording. 


Craig merely used the wording as a segue, announcing, “Speaking of which, | should be 
getting back to the courthouse.” 


Eileen looked inquisitively toward Scott, received a slight nod of agreement, and she asked, 
“May Scott and | come with you?” 


A broad smile of appreciation was the only reply offered or needed. 


“Perfect timing, Mr. Carter. | was typing you a text. The jurors are due back. Everyone is being 
rounded up now. Please go in to the courtroom.” 


The assistant district attorney paid no attention to Craig’s accompanying couple, beginning 
when the ADA looked up from his phone to see Craig in front of him and ending when the 
ADA walked off toward who-knows-where immediately following his advisement to Craig. 
Craig turned toward Scott and Eileen by his side and excused the rudeness by proxy. 


“He’s always like that, a bit scatter-brained. But he’s a good man.” 


Fifteen minutes later, the court was in session and the foreperson of the jury pronounced the 
verdict: “Innocent.” 


The gavel ended the session and the jury box cleared in seconds, with none of the jurors 
willing to talk to the throng of reporters who beset them as they fled the courthouse. The ADA 
remained seated, dumbfounded. Craig, Scott, and Eileen remained seated, confounded. The 
murderer shook hands with his attorney, triumphantly, then turned toward Craig. Eileen 
watched the murderer beam mockingly with a scoffing huff too quiet to be heard yet -- as 
Eileen empathized -- loud enough to feel like a canon firing within Craig’s chest. 


Craig showed no emotion, nor any response at all. He merely stared back. Eileen leaned 
forward to catch the eye of the murderer. Her face emanated her brooding rage so vividly it 
appeared to unnerve the murderer and he looked away. 


After the courtroom fell silent and only four people remained, The ADA stood to leave. 


Surprised to see Craig still seated directly behind him, he said sullenly, “They got to the jurors. 
There’s no other explanation.” 


Scott asked incredulously, “Why weren't the jurors sequestered?” 


“It’s nearly the end of the fiscal year and the department didn’t have enough money left in our 
budget to do that.” 


Scott pressed his assault. 

“You couldn't borrow against next year’s budget?” 

“Not allowed. Against the rules. I’m sorry.” 

Then three people remained. 

“| can’t deal with reporters now,” Craig whispered, staring blankly straight ahead. 


Scott suggested, “Maybe they wouldn't be brazen enough to come into the courtroom and 
they will get bored waiting for you after a while. They’ll need to file their reports soon, | 
imagine.” 


Eileen chimed in, “Or maybe they will presume you left through some other exit and evaded 
them. There’s no window in the exit doors in the back of the room through which they can 
peer in to see if you are still here.” 


“Craig, shall we relocate to the back corner of the room so we couldn't be seen if someone 
slightly opens one of the exit doors to peek inside?” 


Robotically, the three of them walked to an alcove and sat down. 


Following ten minutes of tense silence, Craig looked up at each of the others sequentially and 
declared, “The witnesses trusted me. | told them that they would no longer need to fear him if 
they testified because he would be locked away forever. | have to kill him.” 


“No you don't,” hissed Scott in a muffled scream, vehemently. “You didn't fail them. The 
criminal justice system failed them. The jurors should have been sequestered so they couldn't 
have been intimidated. The defense attorney probably orchestrated the intimidation. That 
never should have been allowed. 


“You devoted your entire adult life to serve, to protect, and defend our laws and our way of 
life. The criminal justice system is terribly flawed, yes, but you are sworn to protect it, not 
become a criminal yourself. The system failed. Now the system needs to make it right or else 
be held accountable, not you. You will end up spending your life in prison instead of him.” 


“But the system won't make it right. You know that, Scott. More people will die -- because of 
me, because they trusted me. Right now, | have to protect them more than protect our 
system. If | spend my life in prison, it’s still wnat | have to do. Those witnesses earned my 
loyalty. | will not abandon them. 


“If | hurry, maybe | can catch up to him before he disappears into wherever his rathole is.” 
Craig stood. Scott stood and stepped in front of him. 


Eileen stood and commanded, “Scott, take the rental car. Drive to your parents house. Stay 
there until | call you. Craig, you have a car here, don’t you?” 


An apprehensive nod replied. 
“Are you able to drive?” 
Another nod acquiesced. 


“Scott, please trust me. I'll explain later. Craig, take me to your car. | will tell you where to 
drive.” 


Scott’s several sources of objection melted beneath her burning conviction. He nodded 
consent and left. 


A combination of desperation and inculcated discipline to obey any command from a superior 
officer waylaid Craig’s determination. Though devoid of insignias to confer relative superiority, 
her inspiring confidence seized authority. He dutifully complied. 


Once in Craig’s car together, Eileen asked, “Do you need to go home to get a weapon or are 
you prepared to kill him now?” 


Craig lit up with hope. 
“lL can kill him without a weapon.” 
“Good. Drive no more than a couple of blocks. Find a quiet place to park. | will find him.” 


Expecting she would walk back to the courthouse to do reconnaissance for him, Craig 
complied further. 


“lam going to close my eyes and sit quietly for a few minutes. | won't be able to hear you. You 
must not touch me. Let me come out of my ... trance on my own. Then | will tell you where to 
drive.” 


She did not afford Craig time to respond as she immediately closed her eyes and 
concentrated on the courtroom at the moment the jury verdict was decreed. She opened her 
eyes two minutes later and gave driving instructions. When those directions were fulfilled, she 
ordered him to park and repeated the process. 


Becoming aware that their progress was in the direction of and then into the immigrant 
community, Craig continued to allay skepticism over Eileen’s enigmatic behavior as the 
process repeated two more times. 


Finally, she woke up, directed him a few more blocks, and told him where to park. With some 
urgency now, she instructed him to walk around the corner, described a building he was to 
enter, and detailed where he would find the murderer. 


Adding an important point, she explained, “That is the room where one of the witnesses lives. 
The murderer is in the room with him. | wish we could wait to catch the murderer with no one 
else around, but that would be too late for that witness, I’m afraid.” 


Eileen remained in the car and followed Craig’s progress, albeit with a dream-obliged, 
minimal time delay. She woke herself once she spied Craig leaving the room and he was in 
his car beside her a few seconds later. He drove away. 


“Where to now?” he asked, slightly out of breath and more than slightly excited. 


For the first time since taking charge in the courtroom alcove, she needed to be prompted for 
dictates. 


“Uh, let’s drive to ... how far are we from your house?” 
“My house? Five, maybe ten miles. I’m not sure.” 

“No more than 10 miles?” 

“Yea, | would say so.” 

“Drive home. I'll call Scott and tell him to meet us there.” 


Nothing further was said in Craig’s car. Scott got out of his car when Craig and Eileen arrived 
and all three went into Craig’s inherited house. 


Scott was obviously upset. The wait chafed his patience raw. 


“Thank you, Scott. | asked a great deal of you. | am very grateful you trusted me.” 


“Would you tell me, please, what happened?” Scott entreated, his aggravation straining 
against its constraints. 


“Craig saved the witnesses from being hurt or killed by the murderer.” 
“Did | get there in time to protect all of them? Did he get to any of the others before that one?” 
“No, that would have been the first.” 


“So you killed him. You reversed the verdict and sentenced the murderer to death. And you 
carried out the sentence yourself. Or did Eileen help you?” 


“| was not in the room with him but | was his accomplice. | directed Craig where to find the 
murderer.” 


“You spoke to the immigrants and they told you where to find him?” 


“| Knew where to find him the same way | knew how Renee killed her husband. | can see and 
hear the past. | can dream about the past and see it, hear it, as it occurred. | described to you 
how Renee defended herself against her husband without my being there at the time it 
happened because | saw it happen in my dream.” 


“That’s not possible. Look, your description was consistent with the crime photos. Sure, okay. 
But that doesn’t prove your description was actually fully accurate. Maybe all your dreams are 
just ordinary dreams and it was a coincidence that one of your dreams was consistent with 
the photos.” 

“How else could she have directed me to find my parents’ murderer just now?” 


“| don’t know how you found him, Eileen, but | know it is not possible to go back into the past. 


“| didn’t go into the past. | saw the past. | heard what was said in the past. | can’t do anything 
in the past, | can’t change it, just observe it.” 


“Scott, she kept going into short trances and then telling me where to drive. She knew not 
only where to find the murderer but everything about where he was and who else was there.” 


“There were people who saw you committing murder?” 
“There was one person, one of the people who testified in the trial.” 


“Who was extremely grateful to Craig because Craig probably saved his life. | heard him 
thank Craig as Craig was leaving. No one is going to get him to testify against Craig.” 


“You said you didn’t go into the room with Craig, so how did you hear what was said as Craig 
was leaving?” 


“| willed myself to observe the room via a dream while Craig was returning to the car.” 


Scott hung his head and shook it as if it were an Etch A Sketch toy which he wanted to erase 
so he could begin anew. 


“And it wasn’t murder, Scott. | didn’t murder him. | protected the man the murderer was going 
to hurt or kill. That’s not murder. It’s justified every bit as much as when | killed enemy 
combatants who were trying to kill civilians when | was deployed overseas.” 


Partially assuaged, Scott nevertheless countered, “Did you kill only to protect the man who 
testified or for revenge, too?” 


“At the moment | broke the murderer’s neck, | was only thinking about protecting the man. 
When | verified he was dead, | thought about my parents. | thought about the way the 
murderer looked at me after the verdict was announced. If he were not already dead, | would 
have inflicted horrible pain on him at that instant, | don’t doubt that.” 


“But he was dead and all you did was leave. | saw it from my dream. You didn’t mutilate his 
corpse or anything. Scott, Craig did nothing wrong. You said it yourself. The system failed. It 
failed to obtain justice for the murder of Craig’s parents. It failed to protect the people who 
testified against the murderer. Someone had to step in and protect those people.” 


“Tell me one thing, though, Craig. How do you feel now? Do you miss your parents any less?” 


“Of course | don’t. Nothing anyone can do can bring them back. | know that. Everyone knows 
that. Yet our criminal justice system tries to apprehend and convict murderers. That doesn’t 
bring back any other victims, either.” 


“Yes, but it serves as a deterrence. Knowing there will be unacceptable consequences if one 
commits a crime deters crime.” 


“How are potential criminals supposed to know there will be consequences when too often we 
fail to achieve convictions for crimes committed? And how unacceptable of a consequence is 
time in prison for hardened criminals who have been in and out of jail repeatedly all their 
lives? This deterrence you imagine doesn’t even deter those who already experienced the 
consequences. 


“You want to know what is real deterrence, Scott? The murderer | killed today will never hurt 
or murder or commit any crime ever again. That’s deterrence. 


“As for your other question, while | don’t miss my parents any less, | feel somehow better. | 
do. | can’t describe it or know why. It was one thing to kill an enemy in combat. | felt like | did 
my job -- a job well done. This feels entirely differently. | righted a wrong.” 


“But it was not your job to right it. You are here in San Diego, not deployed overseas in 
theater, in combat. Don’t you feel you committed a wrong, as well.” 


“| didn’t murder two innocent, wonderful people just to be able to steal a few items of modest 
value.” 


“Are you suggesting there is a hierarchy of wrongs with a bright line separating which wrongs 
should be tolerated and which not?” 


Eileen interjected, “Regardless of how Craig felt after the murderer was dead or how Craig 
feels now, Craig acted at the time strictly to prevent the murderer from harming or killing 
another innocent person.” 


She achieved the armistice she sought with her declaration, although merely an uneasy truce. 


“| want to enter a dream now. | want to see what happened after you left the corpse, Craig. 
Where can | lie down for a few minutes?” 


Craig pointed to an open door. 
“Please, no one touch me while | am dreaming. | won't be able to hear anything, either.” 
“Are you afraid someone is going to take advantage of you while you are dreaming?” 


“No, Scott, of course not. If | am touched or smell some pungent aroma, | will come out of the 
dream before | am ready and | will need to recover for a while. It’s not dangerous. It’s just 


unpleasant and I'd rather avoid it.” 


Taking several slow deep breaths, Eileen forced the testy tension not to follow her into the 
guest room. She made herself comfortable and struggled somewhat to span the distance 
back to where she sat in Craig’s car waiting for him to return. Her other dreams that day were 
easy to control, so having to struggle in this dream disappointed her. Nevertheless, she 
prevailed without too much difficulty. 


She rejoined the two men fifteen minutes later and reported, “The corpse was thrown in the 
street and its head severed. Police showed up, but no one was willing to tell the police 
anything. One of the two men who disposed of the corpse said he would sever its head so the 
police would not be able to determine the murderer was killed by someone with the strength 
and knowledge to break a person’s neck. They returned the favor, Craig, all of those folks. 
They appreciated what you did for them.” 


“Eileen, this power of yours -- these dreams -- you can do so much good with it.” 
“No, Craig, actually very little. How can | use it? Who would believe me?” 
“You convinced Scott and me by showing us what you could do. You could prove it to others.” 


“And if someone gave me the opportunity to prove what | can do, what would then become of 
me? Could | ever have even a semblance of a normal life, or would | become a freak-show’s 
star attraction hounded by reporters and people wanting me to put them in touch with dead 
relatives?” 


“You were able to work with me to get a bit of justice for Renee.” 
“But | had to not tell you about the dreams to do that.” 
“Did you have to not tell me, or want to not tell me?” 


“Would you have pursued the evidence as painstakingly as you did -- or at all -- if | had told 
you my claimed knowledge came from a dream? Would you have invited me to dinner if | had 
told you?” 


Scott’s challenge imploded into silence, though his countenance apologized to her. 
He then added, “I’m grateful you hadn't.” 


Those four words smoothed the potholes which events and many preceding words chipped 
open that afternoon. 


Craig’s phone rang. He looked at the screen and answered it. 
“Yes detective Eskin. 


“Thank you. The verdict was shocking and very disappointing. Can you do anything to protect 
the witnesses who testified? 


“I’m not going to pretend otherwise, that’s the best news I’ve heard in a very long time. Thank 
you for letting me know. 


“| understand. No | didn’t, but | wish | had. 
“Thank you, again. Goodbye.” 


Scott challenged anew, asking, “If you believe what you did was fully justifiable homicide, why 
not own it?” 


“| lied to avoid the questioning, the sworn statements, the required procedures, and all the 


rest of that crap. To avoid being asked how | knew where to find him. 


“| could hear between his words he knew it was me and wanted me to deny it officially. I’ve 
been interacting with Detective Eskin since | came home. He’s sharp and he hates the 
constraints that keep him from doing his job to the fullest. He implied on that phone call that 
once | denied it, | would not hear from him or anyone in the department again.” 


“In other words, the department doesn’t want to waste time and effort investigating the killing 
of someone who murdered two very fine people and got away with it.” 


“Exactly, Scott. You told Craig this afternoon that it was the criminal justice system which 
failed. That system’s failures push all kinds of people into doing things that should not be 
needed: detectives, prosecutors, and people like Craig. Craig is a hero and I’m proud to have 
helped. Can you accept that?” 


“Eileen, | want to accept that. More than anything else, though, | wish the verdict had been 
‘guilty,’ instead.” 


“How does your power work? How were you able to sit in my car and start a dream?” 


“| never tried to explain how my dreams work. My mother knows that | have strange dreams 
at night while I’m sleeping sometimes, but | have not yet told her how strange or how they 
work.” 


Craig interrupted, “You don’t only have these dreams on command? You have them without 
trying, too?” 

“That's how they started, almost a half-year ago. It took me a while to learn | could induce a 
dream.” 


“Did Bill Hauer know about your dreams? -- the gunman who shot up the courtroom.” 


Eileen suspected Scott would eventually ask about her connection to Bill again, since she 
evaded that question before. Given the context, she surmised he all but figured it out now on 
his own. 


“Bill talked to me, twice. He realized | knew things | couldn’t have known and asked me once 
how | knew. | told him | dreamed about it and he took that at face value, without further 
questioning.” 

Scott, similarly not wanting to know more than what he just heard, changed the subject. 


“How do you know you are having a dream which allows you to observe the past instead of 
some ordinary dream?” 


“When | force a dream, there’s never a doubt. When a dream starts while I’m sleeping, it 
sometimes takes me a while before | realize it’s not an ordinary dream. The difference is that 
in the special dreams, whichever way they start, | can control where | am in space and time; 
up to a point. | can’t observe much further back in time than a week or so and | can’t observe 
much farther away from where | am than roughly ten miles. If | try to push the boundaries, | 
can lose control and that’s not good.” 


“What does ‘not good’ mean? Are you in danger when you dream these dreams?” 


“No, Scott, not danger as much as, well, it gets scary when | lose control in a dream. Maybe 
that’s the best way to describe it.” 


“You told Craig and me not to touch you while you are in a dream because you would be 


forced out of the dream and you wanted to avoid that happening. That’s also a loss of 
control? or is there danger from that?” 


“| appreciate your concern for me. If | come out of a dream too abruptly, | get disoriented and 
weak. But both effects go away in a few minutes, ten minutes at the most, I'd say.” 


“Each of your dreams start like an out-of-body experience? That must be so cool.” 


“Many of my dreams start that way and, I’m sorry to disappoint you, Craig, those out-of-body- 
like sensations are spooky, not cool; at least for me. | can also start a dream from someplace 
I’ve been before and at the time | was there.” 


“How long can you stay in a dream?” 


“That’s a good question, Craig. | don’t know. But time doesn’t stop for me while | am in a 
dream. | learned that. If | start a dream at noon and spend an hour observing the past, it’s one 
o'clock in the present when | come out of the dream. 


“| found, though, these dreams can be draining, even exhausting. If | dream while sleeping, | 

don't feel like | got any sleep. It seems like the longer | stay in a dream and the harder | have 
to concentrate to control the dream, the more it takes out of me; maybe also if what | observe 
in the dream is upsetting.” 


“Can you turn them off? Obviously, you don’t have to have the dreams you force. Can you 
turn off the ones which happen while you are sleeping?” 


“You’re concerned about touching me at night while I’m sleeping because | might be dreaming 
a special dream. | thought about that, too, and then dismissed that concern. | don’t know if | 
can turn them off while I’m sleeping. As you can tell, | don’t fully understand this power | have, 
or how | might use it to accomplish good things.” 


The room drew a collective breath. Three brains were tired or overloaded, or both. 


“I’m going to throw the two of you out now. | need some alone-time and I’m sure you two need 
some two-time. Scott, I'll call you tomorrow. 


“lam eternally grateful to both of you. Your support and assistance during these incredibly 
stressful times have been invaluable. Thank you.” 


The men shared a best buddies’ hug. Craig and Eileen shared an affectionate hug at her 
instigation. The couple left the home. 


Scott opened the car door for Eileen. She stood there, looking at him hopefully. He moved 
toward her and mutually comforting reassurance emerged from within the cocoon formed by 
two pair of caring arms. 


Shortly thereafter, driving away, Scott asked, “Hungry? Any preferences?” 


“How about if we not dress up tonight and just grab something light and quick on the way 
back to the hotel?” 


“| Know just the place. Let me surprise you.” 


They pulled into the parking lot of a fifties throwback diner with jukebox and period- 
appropriate album covers adorning the walls. Eileen was instantly thrilled with Scott’s choice 
and played a song as soon as they grabbed themselves a booth. 


Scott took her hands in his and peered intently into her eyes. 


“You were my stunning arm candy yesterday evening, delightfully sensual enchantress last 
night, confident commanding-officer this afternoon, and teeny-bopper now. What further 
facets of this rare diamond are yet to appear?” 


“| don’t know about any additional facets, but | wouldn’t mind a repeat of last night’s facet. You 
were pretty damn good, yourself.” 


Chapter 12 


Over breakfast the next morning, Scott opined, “I don’t think we should stick with our plan to 
go into the immigrant community for interviews with the witnesses who testified at the trial. 
After what happened yesterday, | seriously doubt anyone there will speak with us -- or with 
anyone. | think it would be best if | write my piece from the notes | compiled while | attended 
the trial, before you arrived at the airport.” 


“You could augment your notes with Craig’s account of how he persuaded them to testify.” 
“| like that idea. I'll do that. 


“However, this change of plans creates a dilemma for us. We still have a little more than a 
week together. Here we are in one of the world’s best cities in which to be a tourist. What 
could we possibly find to do for eight days? 


“Perhaps we're in luck. | happen to be one of this city’s best tour guides, having grown up 
here and loving this city as | do. | would be delighted to fill your days and nights with my most 
popular tour package.” 


“Most popular?” 


“Not ‘most popular’ as in previously ... may | delete those words and try again to peddle my 
wares?” 

“No need. | enjoy pulling your leg like that because you're adorable when you squirm.” 
“You like to make me squirm like a bug?” 

She laughed nervously. 

“Okay, we’re even. You get to take back ‘popular’ and | get to take back ‘squirm.” Then she 
flashed a hyperbolically-mean glance and added, “You little bug.” 


The week evaporated among music and museums, gardens and galleries, sand and scenery, 
architecture and artisanal dining, theaters and thematic enclaves. 


Scott’s parents invited the couple for a home-cooked meal at their house. As the hour grew 
late and it was suggested to “call it a night,” each of the four participants genuinely affirmed 
how enjoyable was their shared evening. 


There were no additional discussions during that week about the events of the afternoon 
following the verdict, or about dreams. 


Craig, Scott, and Eileen scheduled dinner together for the evening before airplanes would 
separate the threesome, transporting Scott and Eileen to disparate destinations. 


“Craig, any progress to report since last we spoke on the phone?” 
“You mean what am | going to be when | grow up? -- is that what you are referring to?” 
“Yes, although | was not tempted to put it quite that way.” 


“I can’t go back to my life in the military. | think it was the right time for me to move on from 
the Marines. | don’t regret that decision, even though it was made under suddenly difficult 
circumstances. As | told you, | had no thoughts, let alone plans, for what to do beyond dealing 
with the murder of my parents, somehow. Now | do have plans.” 


Eileen and Scott each leaned forward slightly, an innate reaction to piqued interest. 


“Growing up, my parents gave me direction and purpose in living. Then the Marines did. Now, 
| need to create my own purpose. | want to make my parents’ murder produce something 
good for others. | want to dedicate whatever might remain of my life to instigating changes in 
our criminal justice system. | want to help make that system less flawed.” 


“Law school?” Scott urged, but received no reply. “Journalism? We can work together.” 
“No. You're the writer. We don’t need more than one writer on our team.” 
“Team? You were talking about your plans for the future. What team?” 


“We can work together, the three of us. You would educate the public about our purpose to fix 
the system. Eileen has the power of knowing with certainty which murderers need to be 
eliminated and to guide me to find those murderers.” 


Scott interrupted, dreading what he now understood, “And you would be the angel of death.” 


“| would be the righter of wrongs. Together, we can provide closure for the grieving and your 
beyond-the-headlines, special-access stories will raise public awareness of how the system 
fails too often. Together, we can inspire changes in the system, make it better, alleviate the 
need for vigilantes like me. | can’t think of anything more worthy which could come out of the 
horrific way my parents’ lives were taken from them.” 


“What about continuing their philanthropic efforts. Wouldn’t that be a worthy cause for you to 
pursue? Wouldn't that give additional meaning to your parents’ lives?” 


“Not enough. My parents helped many local people subsist, but that’s all they were able to 
accomplish. They couldn't improve society, not through their philanthropy -- too little 
compared to the seemingly infinite needs of the poorest among us. Their efforts could never 
change the underlying causes of those needs. | don’t want to dedicate my life now to 
providing more bandaids. 


“| want us to grab our nation by its collar and shake it until it opens its eyes. We can make 
society better, the three of us, forcing people to demand politicians change the things in our 
criminal justice system which doom it to fail repeatedly and predictably. 


“Eileen, your power is a gift that enables us to do the right thing. You have to use it.” 


“Is Eileen’s power a gift or a curse? Try to empathize. Imagine what it would be like to have 
that power, to bear the oppressive responsibility it brings.” 


“She would no longer bear it alone. We would share that with her.” 


“Alternatively, she could stop using it and then neither she nor anyone else would need to 
bear it at all.” 


The two men looked at Eileen. Her sober demeanor elicited contrite countenances. 
Scott offered, “Sorry. We were talking around you, debating your decision on your behalf.” 


Eileen pardoned them, speaking tongue-in-cheek, “It wasn’t the first time men debated among 
themselves what women should do and | doubt it will be the last. 


“What | would most wish to know is how likely your plan would work. Would a vigilante 
capture the imagination of the nation and inspire a demand for change, or would the people 
demand law enforcement put an end to what they would view as another serial killer?” 


“| would only be killing murderers. With your help, | would always be certain | was executing 
those deserving execution. That’s very different than what a serial killer does.” 


Scott interjected, “There are a lot of people who do not believe in executing anyone, no matter 
what crime they committed, and especially not by a vigilante.” 


“Then let them join the others in demanding improvements in the system to stop me from 
being a vigilante.” 


“Why would they clamor for changes to stop you instead of clamoring for law enforcement to 
stop you, like Eileen asked?” 


“Because you would be explaining in your writing that you received untraceable 
communication from the vigilante stating that improving the system would end the 
executions.” 


“You expect people who refuse to accept executions under any circumstances to give in to 
what amounts to extortion by a self-appointed executioner?” 


“Those people want changes to the system. Everyone wants changes, even if not everyone 
agrees on what those changes need to be. Our objective would be to get our nation to openly 
discuss the need for improvements in the criminal justice system. Everyone should see this 
as an opportunity to push for the changes they want. I’m sure anyone who is at all familiar 
with how the system fails is frustrated that we allow the system’s failures to continue.” 


“What changes would you personally want?” inquired Eileen, acting like a moderator of the 
debate. 


“| want those who commit crimes caught, with rare exception; convicted of the crimes they 
committed, with almost no exception; and appropriately punished, without exception. Those 
would be my three goals. What sane, law-abiding person would disagree with those goals?” 


Scott prodded, “You would be committing crimes by executing murderers. Would your goals 
apply to you, too?” 


“| would only execute murderers whose release into society due to the failings of the system 
endanger the public. | would be protecting future, potential victims from the murderers | would 
execute. Defending others is not a crime.” 


“It's only not a crime when the threat is imminent and otherwise unavoidable.” 
“Murderers will murder again. That’s what they do.” 


“What about murderers who commit murder on the spur of the moment? -- so-called crimes of 
passion.” 


“Of course | wouldn’t execute a criminal for anything less than first degree murder, and only 
those who are likely to kill again. A husband who kills his wife in a jealous rage when he came 


home earlier than she and her lover expected is not likely to kill again.” 
Eileen the moderator took the microphone. 


“You answered my prior question about the changes you would want by stating three desired 
goals from changes. | should have been more clear. | was looking for what specific changes 
you would want in order to achieve your desired goals.” 


“| have preferences, naturally. This is not about me trying to impose my preferences -- or 
anyone’s preferences. That would be extortion, using Scott’s word. | stated three desired 
goals which any sane person would agree to. | want our nation to ask itself with an open mind 
whether we can do a better job of attaining those goals. | want the three of us to capture the 
attention of everyone by showing them how many murderers are getting away with murder.” 


“We could do that without killing those murderers.” 


“Yes, Scott, you could write about the problem. But that wouldn’t stand a chance of gripping 
the public’s attention, no matter how well you write about it. The public’s attention is drawn to 
the new, to the different. We’ve all become accustomed to having criminals released among 
us with virtually no chance of them doing anything other than committing more crimes. How 
we accept that is beyond me, but we do.” 


“Until your parents were murdered, you accepted it.” 
“| did. But not any more.” 


Eileen added, “I agree the public’s attention is drawn to what’s new and different. Scott even 
said to me when we first met that he pursues the ‘different’ to write about. However, would the 
public then respond by being grateful a vigilante is righting wrongs and therefore be even less 
likely to feel the need to address the failings of the system?” 


“That would be Scott’s contribution. No one else would have the inside knowledge about what 
we would do. Only he could write what he could write. He would become the most followed 
journalist in the country. He would educate the public about our objective and convince them 
they cannot simply rely on vigilantes to right wrongs.” 


Scott declared, “There’s nothing simple about this. The politicians don’t want to address this 
issue. If they did, it would have been addressed long ago. And before you suggest the people 
will force politicians to serve the will of the people -- which almost never happens -- there’s 
also the virtually immovable Supreme Court. All those technicalities we read about which get 
evidence suppressed from being used to secure convictions were dictated by Supreme Court 
rulings: when and how to tell a suspect his rights, what can be searched and how, etcetera. 


“Craig, you’re going to get caught eventually. You realize that, don’t you?” 


“The police won't want to catch me. You heard the phone call | had with Detective Eskin when 
he called to tell me they found the body of my parents’ murderer. The police would be on my 
side.” 


“The politicians won't be, so the chiefs of police won't be, so the police will be required to 
track you down and arrest you, whether or not they are on your side.” 


“’m prepared for that. If it happens, at least I'll have my day in court, as they say, with the 
whole country watching. What better way to make my appeal to the nation? Causes need 
martyrs.” 


“Martyrs rarely accomplish anything. Look how many religious zealots are blowing themselves 


up in crowds around the world. What are they accomplishing?” 


“There have also been martyrs who accomplished great things, too, like Gandhi. The only 
way we can be sure nothing will change is if we don’t try to change anything.” 


“Gandhi took the opposite approach: complete nonviolence.” 


“Sometimes nonviolence works and sometimes you gotta fight violence with violence. The 
criminals don’t play by the system’s rules. Our police and prosecutors are forced to fight crime 
with their hands tied behind their backs. We wouldn't be constrained like that.” 


“If Eileen or | are your accomplices, we'll get caught with you.” 


“You would have done nothing wrong. Journalists are protected by the First Amendment. | 
would keep Eileen’s involvement a secret forever.” 


Eileen commented, “I don’t doubt it; but I’m not terribly worried about that. If | were caught, 
Homeland Security would give me immunity from prosecution in exchange for me using my 
power as they would wish me to.” 


“You could have gone to Homeland Security on your own, demonstrated your power, and 
offered your services, long before | dragged you here to San Diego.” 


“You didn’t drag me anywhere. You made me an offer | was thrilled to accept -- and still am. If 
| were to have gone to Homeland Security, how much choice would | have about my future?” 


“And if you get caught and beg Homeland Security for a get-out-of-jail-free card, you would 
have even less choice.” 


“True. Good point, Scott. 


“| have another question for Craig. Might you end up inspiring others to become vigilantes? -- 
the copy cat syndrome -- other people whose loved ones were murdered and the murderers 
never caught, or caught but not convicted, or convicted but paroled.” 


“Maybe. No, probably. You’re right. But wouldn’t that make it even more urgent for the country 
to address the failings of the system?” 


“| have to say, you either thought through your plan very well over the past week, or you are 
exceptionally good at thinking quickly.” 


“Thank you, and I'll return the compliment. You are asking tough but important questions. You, 
too, Scott.” 


“Then you will hopefully welcome this next question of mine, as well. Would you pursue this 
objective, your new-found life’s purpose, if either Eileen or |, or both of us, were not part of 
your team?” 


“Yes. | would find some way to communicate anonymously to some journalist if you were not 
on-board. If Eileen is not with us, | would have to restrict my targets to only those murderers 
whose guilt is so beyond doubt that | wouldn’t need Eileen’s power to be certain. Also, | guess 
some of those targets would be more difficult to find or | would have to take greater risk to 
succeed. Still, my answer to your question is ‘yes.” 


Eileen returned to the preceding topic. 


“You answered me that other vigilantes would likely be inspired by your killings, and | agree 
with that expectation. The other vigilantes might not all be as diligent in choosing their targets 
as you would be -- or as we would be. Whether or not | choose to be your accomplice, | would 


surely not be using my power to help any other vigilantes. Would it be acceptable to you if 
your actions inspire others to be like you but those others might kill innocent people by 
mistake?” 


Craig stared off into the distance for a while, then answered, “Yes, | would accept that. 
Innocent people are killed every day by murderers. | believe our efforts can dramatically 
reduce that murder rate even if we inspire copycat vigilantes who might make a rare mistake. 
Now, let me turn that question back to you two. Would that be acceptable to you and Scott?” 


“My dearest friend, as much as inspiring additional vigilantes would concern me greatly, on 
my list of concerns for your plan, that one wouldn't make it into the top seven thousand.” 


All three chuckled lightly and then lapsed into his own and her own thoughts. 


Scott suddenly sat up taller in his chair, scanned the room, and asked, “Do you think anyone 
overheard us?” 


Eileen replied, “Highly doubtful. |, for one, am pleased we had this conversation in public. Had 
we had complete privacy, this discussion could have been too emotionally charged. I’m glad 
we were able to discuss this civilly.” 


Scott turned somber again and declared, “There is an important assumption we have been 
making which deserves to be challenged. If you and Eileen target murderers very likely to 
murder again, you will primarily target gang members and hit men for organized crime. 
Notwithstanding your excellent training in the Marines, those are not going to be easy targets, 
even for you. They can kill you.” 


“There’s risk here, no doubt. | will have the jump on the targets because they won’t know me 
or recognize me as a threat if | have to get close. | might be able to strike from a distance in 
some cases. | appreciate the concern, but that one doesn’t make my top seven thousand.” 


“Craig, you got me through a time -- in high school -- when | might have ruined my life. | feel 
like the roles are reversed and it’s my turn to somehow help you avoid throwing away your life 
now with this plan of yours.” 


“| didn’t get you through anything and you certainly owe me nothing. You used our friendship 
as an excuse when you decided to get away from those guys you started to hang out with in 
high school. You pulled your act together on your own. | am pulling my act together now. The 
only question is whether | will do it on my own.” 


Eileen changed the subject and began a one-on-one dialogue with Craig while Scott only 
listened. 


“How would your plan work, logistically? Remember | can only look back in time a week or so 
and maybe up to ten miles away.” 


“| thought about that. Soon after | started dealing with my parents’ murders, | found an online 
group with people posting stories about how they themselves or their loved ones were 
victimized by criminals and the criminal justice system failed them. The website is called 
‘Criminal Unjustice.’ | joined and have been monitoring that group ever since. There are new 
entries daily from all around the country. People feel cheated and abused with nowhere to 
turn, so they vent online. 


“We could find leads there. We could watch for tales about first-degree murderers who got off 
recently, or were not even charged with their crimes, or other failures. Then we would fly to 
the city or town immediately and you would use your power to learn if the murderer would be 


someone who deserves to be executed by me.” 
“What about rapists?” 


“Alright. | would agree to include rapists who would likely rape again. Sure. That would still be 
protecting future victims and a rapist deserves to be executed. Yes, rapists, too.” 


“We would have a problem, though. | can’t get off work on a moment's notice and fly 
somewhere for several days at a time.” 


“| thought about that, too. | would hire you, as my assistant. You can quit your job and make 
more than you do now.” 


“ve always had to apply for jobs and all of a sudden I’m getting job offers coming out of the 
woodwork.” 


Both men enjoyed her exaggeration. That Craig was in on the joke strongly hinted Scott 
previously informed Craig he offered Eileen a stipend to come to San Diego and help him 
research Craig’s lead. 


“Seriously, it would be no different than my having a lawyer on retainer. 


“I’ve never been interested in a lavish lifestyle and | have no intention of changing that. I’m an 
only child, as you already know. | inherited my parents’ home and the rest of their assets. | 
met with their accountant and financial advisor while | was waiting for the trial to begin. | know 
what | can afford and | can easily afford to hire you, full time, and pay for all of our expenses 
in pursuit of this plan. You would have your own hotel room everywhere and, if you wish, you 
can live in the cottage on my property. It is a completely separate, one-bedroom house, fully 
furnished, quite nice, no rent. I'll lease a car for you so you can have your own life here in San 
Diego when we are not following a lead. That way, you wouldn't have to deal with the more 
challenging travel arrangements from where you live now, not being near a major airport.” 


“Those are overwhelmingly generous offers.” 


“Scott will continue like before. We will get the information to him about what we accomplish 
so he can periodically write his pieces about it. | expect he would visit San Diego even more 
often than he did before if you’re here.” 


As if by an unspoken signal. All three picked up their menus for the first time since sitting at 
their table. The rest of that dinner’s conversation pleasantly danced among numerous topics, 
none of which related to Craig’s plan. 


In the parking lot, Craig addressed the couple, “Surely you two need to talk about this before 
telling me whether either or both of you are willing to go in with me. | ask only that you each 
let me know one way or the other within a week. Would that be acceptable?” 


They both agreed, hugs all around, and the two cars rode away. 


After Craig’s car was no longer in sight, Eileen took a deep breath and said, “That was an 
understatement.” 


“What? You mean Craig saying you and | have a lot to talk about? Me thinks so.” 


That conversation waited until they were in their hotel suite and dressed in more relaxed 
attire. 


“The risks for me and the changes | would have to accept would be negligible compared to 
what it would mean for you. | apologize for being paternalistic, but | am very concerned about 


the impact on you if you agree to join Craig’s team.” 


“You might be underestimating the risk to yourself. Protection for journalists has been 
challenged in recent decades. You would get a lot of pressure to reveal your source and a lot 
of notoriety if you don’t comply. The government can make your life very miserable even if it 
expects the courts to be on your side ultimately. They can hound you and it would cost a lot to 
defend yourself. You are an independent writer, so no deep-pocketed news outlet is going to 
pay your legal bills. 


“What about this idea? If Craig communicates with you by letters mailed from the city where 
he does his thing and keeps his fingerprints and DNA off the letter and envelope, you could 
turn the letters over if the government gives you too much heat and tell them this is all you 
have. You can say you guess the vigilante chose to send the letters to you because of your 
story about the San Diego trial; or about Renee.” 


“That would probably be the best way to handle it, if | agree to do what he wants. 


“| have to set aside my fears for his safety and quality of life if he pursues his plan because | 
cannot save him. He wants me to be another Thomas Paine. | expect all | would achieve is to 
be another pain in the ass. 


“If | agree to be his spokesperson, in effect, | would be tacitly condoning what he would be 
doing. | wouldn't take a position in what | would write about it, I’d just relay what he would 
write and provide context. But | would be aiding and abetting. | have been grappling with that 
since he first told us his plan.” 


“You overlooked another risk to yourself -- somebody comes after you, tortures you to find out 
who the vigilante is so he can get revenge on the vigilante.” 


“| guess that’s plausible. What about you, though? Have you thought through what it would 
mean for you if you agreed?” 


“Not yet.” 


“Would it be helpful to think out loud, now? It helped me, plus you offered excellent input. | 
could try to do the same for you.” 


“Alright, let’s do this. 


“Enter into a conspiracy and be an accomplice to illegally killing people? -- and all the bad 
things that could happen if anyone gets caught. Quit my job with nothing to fall back on once 
this plan ends? -- whenever and however it ends. | guess | could find a job as a security 
guard again, if I’m not caught by the police first. Security guards cannot be convicted felons. If 
| do this, | would have to live in San Diego; Craig was right about that. It wouldn't be practical 
living where | do now. Am | willing to pack up and leave home? What about my mother, the 
impact on her? 


“| like Craig’s objective, except I’m very skeptical it will succeed no matter how well he, or our 
team, performs. If | agree to be part of his team, it would be for my own, less ambitious 
objective. 


“See, a little voice inside told me not to say or do anything when Craig decided he had to stop 
his parents’ murderer from retaliating against the people who testified in the trial. But | did, 
anyway, and | was thrilled when | was able to help him kill the murderer, and I'll never regret 
doing that. If | had done nothing, | Know | would have regretted that always. 


“It would be easy to not join his team and go on living my life -- plenty of fine, risk-averse, 


reasonable reasons to take that route. Yet | feel | want to do it. | want to use my power to 
protect others and rid the world of some of the too many people who need to be removed 
from it. | can’t do it alone and | can't do it by living the life I’ve been living. 


“Having an ally like Craig -- and you -- is what | wished for when | was continually frustrated in 
trying to use my power. My wish-come-true is being handed to me and I’m going to turn it 
down? -- go back to my unrewarding life and just keep surviving? 


“Sure, | can walk away from my power, not use it, like you suggested, waste its potential to do 
what | believe needs to be done because what | believe needs to be done is illegal, 
inconvenient, risky, and | have no justification for using my power to make myself judge, jury, 
and executioner’s accomplice. Yes, my power is both a gift and a curse, like you said. All of 
life is double-edged.” 


“May | remind milady, with all due respect, that you told me you could not see yourself in a 
long term relationship with me because of my lifestyle of traveling the globe.” 


“And may | point out to the distinguished gentleman from California that this is not going to be 
a long term arrangement -- it can’t be. Whether Craig gives up because the nation is not 
responding the way he hoped it would or because he gets caught, or killed, it simply can’t be 
long term. 


“Beyond that, though, there is another difference, now that | think about it. | could not, and still 
cannot see myself being a kept woman, waiting for my man to come home from his latest 
expedition; looking forward to my next, occasional trip somewhere accompanying him.” 


“Craig will be paying your way. Please don’t be offended by this question, but would your 
involvement with him being platonic be an adequate difference for you to not feel like a kept 
woman?” 


“To his accountant, I’d be his employee. To me, he’d be my partner.” 
“Your partner in crime.” 

“My partner in fighting crime. 

“Scott, are you concerned Craig and | would become lovers?” 


“No. | don’t doubt that the two of you have potential as more than partners in fighting crime. If 
you tell me at some point you no longer want to be lovers with me, whether it’s because you 
grew tired of me or you want to expand your relationship with Craig, or with someone else you 
might meet in the future, I'll understand and I'll step aside. As for Craig, he would not touch 
you unless and until | stepped aside. He’s an honorable, decent man and a loyal friend; as 
are you -- woman, that is.” 


That inadvertent little gaffe took the seriousness of the conversation down a notch, 
temporarily. 


“| trust you will tell me, likewise, if and when. In the meantime, I’d like to see you when you 
come to San Diego. I'd like you to stay with me in the cottage, if you and your parents don't 
mind.” 


“SO you made up your mind. You’re going to tell Craig you're on board, part of his team?” 


“Yes, | just now made up my mind; or, maybe, | just now acknowledged what my mind already 
determined. | will tell Craig | will be on his team.” 


“Then | will, too. | can’t abandon you two. Into the valley of death will ride the brave three. 


Forward, the Lightest Brigade.” 


Eileen recognized that Scott played off of a famous line from literature, but could not recall the 
famous version -- not that it mattered. They both stood, embraced passionately, and assisted 
each other changing into the most relaxed attire. 


Chapter 13 


A month later, with her meager belongings and wardrobe stashed neatly among the closets, 
drawers, and cabinets of Craig’s cottage, Eileen caught her breath and flopped into a 
comfortable chair to rest. As with any new adventure, she felt both eager anticipation and 
anxious agitation. 


Craig’s parents used the cottage as the equivalent of upscale hotel accommodations for any 
friends who visited them. The cleaning person who worked for them kept the cottage always 
in move-in condition, stocked with the items any functioning household requires. That 
convenience obviated the immediate need for Eileen to spend hours and hundreds of dollars 
at the market buying cleaning supplies, broom, vacuum cleaner, iron and ironing board, 
personal hygiene products, food preparation and eating utensils, and so forth. Craig 
continued to employ the cleaning person. That convenience obviated the future need for 
Eileen to expend hours and energy on drudgery. 


With her breath recaptured and with eager anticipation pinning anxious agitation to the mat for 
the mandatory count of three, she grabbed her phone and called Craig. 


“This is your team member reporting for duty, Sir.” 
“Fantastic. Come over. The door is unlocked. Let yourself in. | have two leads to show you.” 


Eileen was already out her door when she hung up. She found Craig in his home’s library, 
sitting in front of a desktop computer with a second chair next to his and a pen and pad 
sharing the table with the computer. 


“I’m sorry for sounding abrupt over the phone. | was focused on looking for leads. Let's start 
again. How is the cottage working for you?” 


“| couldn’t ask for better digs. Thank you so much.” 


“I’m pleased to hear that. What cover story did you come up with to tell your mother? | should 
probably know so we’re in synch on that, in case | ever get in a situation where | would be 
expected to know.” 


“| told my mother | fell in love with San Diego. A great job opportunity fell into my lap while | 
was visiting Scott which takes advantage of my being bilingual and having experience in 
security. | told her | would need to travel a fair amount of time, but | won’t be able to talk about 
the company I’m working for or what | do for them because their work is proprietary and 
secretive. | liked that story because then | don’t have to lie to cover lies and potentially get 
caught in mutually contradictory lies if | forget what lies | told.” 


“I think | followed that. No, just kidding, that’s great. What did you tell her about me?” 


“| said you are a friend of Scott’s, you had a cottage to rent, so | grabbed it. You’re my 
landlord.” 


“Well done. Smart.” 
“Now, what have you got to show me?” 


“| found two leads which look promising. I’m hoping you can help decide which to go after 
first, if either.” 


“Before we start, Craig, my approach would be to decide first what evaluation criteria we 
should use. Would you be willing to do that with me?” 


“Great idea. Take the lead.” 


“We can’t punish a criminal in any way other than executing him. We can’t put him in prison. 
We’re not going to fine him because we would be seen as merely trying to enrich ourselves. 
So the target would have to deserve being executed for the crime he committed. Would you 
agree?” 


“Certainly. Here’s a fresh page on the pad. Write these down. This is good.” 


“Next, your objective is to instigate changes in the criminal justice system that would 
overcome its failures. So the second criterion, | would think, should be that the target’s history 
demonstrates one or more such failures. 


“Next, the target would have to be a criminal who will undoubtedly continue to commit crimes 
against innocent people if we do not execute him. That would be in keeping with our 
justification that we are protecting future victims, not exacting revenge. 


“Next, we need to be likely to succeed.” 
“Now we have to define success.” 


“Exactly. We must be able to determine with certainty that the target committed the crime -- no 
executing people for crimes they did not commit. We must be able to go where the target was 
located at some point in time no longer than one week ago so | could follow him and direct 
you where to find him. Also, you would need to be able to execute the target and avoid getting 
caught by law enforcement and avoid retaliation. 


“How's all that?” 
“| like it. You obviously have been thinking about this.” 
“Yea, | kinda tend to do that ‘thinking about things’ thing. Ready for those leads, partner.” 


“I'll summarize what | read on the leads | thought would be worth considering. Let’s evaluate 
them against your list. 


“This post is from a woman who was tortured and left for dead by her boyfriend five years 
ago. He was caught, convicted, and sentenced to ten years. It would have been a much 
longer sentence had she died. Since he only TRIED to kill her after torturing her and only 
THOUGHT she was dead, he got a much lighter sentence than if he had succeeded in killing 
her. When the boyfriend was convicted at his trial, he turned to his victim sitting in the 
courtroom -- the woman who wrote this post -- and shouted ‘I will kill you when | get out.’ 


“Despite that, after serving five years of his ten-year sentence, he is scheduled to be paroled 
three days from now. Nobody warned the woman her former boyfriend was going to be 
released. She found out only because the boyfriend called his sister from prison with the 
‘wonderful’ news. The sister called the woman and warned her. The woman wrote in her post 
she is terrified and doesn’t know what to do. She went to the police but they said they do not 
have the resources to protect her. She contacted the FBI and asked for the equivalent of the 
witness protection program to help her hide from her former boyfriend. The FBI told her it was 
not within their jurisdiction nor ability to do that.” 


“Urgency. Let me add that criterion to my list. Sorry to interrupt.” 


“No problem. That’s essentially all of it. You can read the entire post for yourself whenever 
you wish, of course. There’s a lot of description of the attack she suffered. | did some 
research online into each of the leads | want to show you, trying to rule out fake postings. 


“For this one, | was able to find relevant newspaper stories, beginning nearly six years ago 
when the attack occurred, right on through the sentencing of the boyfriend five years ago. 
One story mentioned the boyfriend has a sister, but didn’t give her name. | read that it took 
three months for the victim to be released from the hospital and her doctors predicted she will 
live with pain and physical limitations the rest of her life. 


“You want to run down your list of criteria for this lead now?” 
“Sure. First, this target definitely deserves to be executed. 


“This lead highlights a gross failure of the system -- no, more than one gross failure. The 
system rewarded the criminal’s incompetence by giving him a shorter sentence because he 
failed to realize he had not finished killing his victim. It is releasing the criminal early knowing 
he threatened to finish killing the victim. It did not warn the victim the criminal was going to be 
released and refuses to protect her from him. 


“Next, it can be reasonably expected there will be at least one more innocent victim if we do 
not stop him. Although, one could claim there is the possibility the former boyfriend no longer 
wishes to carry out his threat to kill the woman which he made only as an emotional outburst 
in the courtroom when he was convicted. We have to allow for that possibility in evaluating 
this lead against that criterion.” 


“However, the woman is living in horror, which can only be alleviated if her attacker is no 
longer alive. Even if her former boyfriend doesn't wish to kill her anymore, she can never trust 
that is true.” 


“| understand what you're saying. Okay. Let’s continue with our list. 


“Likelihood of success. | won’t be able to go back six years in a dream to observe the attack, 
for which | am grateful, frankly -- observing crimes would not be my favorite part of our 
teamwork. However, your research already confirmed what the boyfriend did beyond doubt. If 
we get near the prison no later than a week after he is released, | should be able to direct you 
to him.” 


“We can be there as soon as he is released if we leave within the next day or two.” 


“True. We would need to develop a plan for how you can kill him and hide what we do from 
local authorities.” 


“This would be one killing the local authorities will put no effort into investigating, I’m sure.” 


“| suspect and hope you’re right about that. The latest entry on the list is ‘urgency.’ This lead is 
very urgent if the target does plan on carrying through with his threat.” 


“| can tell you the other lead | was going to show you is not as urgent, even if we were to rate 
it as highly against the criteria. Let’s plan this one now.” 


“I’m with you on that. Which is the prison where the boyfriend will be released?” 


“| got the map up in a separate tab, here. Stateville Correctional Center in Lockport Illinois, 
roughly forty miles south-south-west from O’Hare airport in Chicago.” 


“I’ve also been thinking about things we should do to reduce the chance of being caught. If we 
make our executions appear to be random events, unrelated to each other, we hopefully won't 
draw the attention of the FBI. Also, then, no single police department would likely pull together 
any more clues than what it might have from the execution we do within its jurisdiction. 


“For example, we don’t want anyone identifying us by finding that our names are the only 
ones appearing on flight lists into each airport near where executions occurred just before 
those executions occurred. We need to mix up modes of travel, use rental cars, airplanes, 
trains. We need to mix up when we get into town and when we leave relative to when you 
execute the target. 


“We want to not have a consistent method of carrying out the executions.” 


“| can use different weapons and my bare hands, sometimes, like | did when | executed my 
parents’ murderer.” 


“Precisely. We can’t bring weapons on planes. We might buy a gun once we get where we’re 
going, or use a weapon owned by the target.” 


“| can do a lot of damage with a kitchen knife.” 
“| don’t doubt that for an instant.” 
“What other planning do we need to do up front?” 


“Just the travel arrangements, | think. Although, if you learn any additional, relevant 
information online, that could be useful. We'll have to play it by ear once | start dreaming -- 
remain flexible until we learn where he goes and what he does, and see how well | can surveil 
him. Do you want to take the lead in making travel arrangements or would you rather | do 
that?” 


“| was hoping you would be willing to do that.” 
“Sure, I'd be glad to.” 


“Here’s the credit card we'll use for travel. It has a fifty-thousand dollar credit limit, which 
should be more than enough. | told my accountant to pay it in full each month. Let’s stay in 
midlevel, chain hotels, wherever that works well; and fly business class -- | need the leg room. 
Other than that, use your own judgement. You okay with that?” 


“Couldn't be better.” 


The concern Eileen harbored that she might be bored too much of the time while living in San 
Diego along with her concern over how well she and Craig would work together both waved 
goodbye as the team embarked. 


It was a media frenzy outside Stateville Correctional Center the morning of the scheduled 
release from that prison of the team’s first, official target. While slowly driving by, the team 
quickly decided to drive on. They found a quiet place to park the car about a mile away. 


“It’s going to be tough for me to execute him with the reporters around all the time. | wonder 
how long it will take before they get bored with hounding him.” 


A distracted Eileen conjectured aloud about a related aspect of what they saw at the prison, 
her remarks spiraling increasingly angry and disgusted. 


“| remember that the woman who wrote the post at your group’s website claimed she wasn’t 
alerted by the authorities that our target, her attacker, was going to be released. | wondered 
why the local authorities didn’t alert her. | think it was because they wanted to avoid this kind 
of scene -- what we saw when we drove by the prison. | think they wanted to avoid the pubic 
being reminded by the news folks covering the attacker’s release about how unjust the 
system was in this criminal’s case. For that, someone was willing to disregard that woman’s 
life. 


“Why is it acceptable for someone to decide to put that woman’s life at risk just to avoid 
reminding the public of the wrongs committed by the system, but it is not acceptable for us to 
protect that woman’s life? 


“And that decision to not alert her was not only immoral, it was potentially counterproductive. 
How could no one have thought how much worse it would appear to the public if her attacker 
killed the woman after he was released and they never even warned her he was going to be 

released? How stupid!” 


“You might be giving the local authorities more credit than they deserve.” 


“Credit? I’m tempted to find who made that decision and make sure he or she gets full credit 
for it.” 


“No, | mean, it’s likely the person making that decision didn’t even know anything about the 
attacker’s threat to kill the woman once he would be released. That piece of history might not 
have been passed on to the decision maker.” 


“And that would be even worse because then no one could even plausibly be held 
accountable at all.” 


“| guess the woman notified the news folks once she was warned by the sister of our target. | 
certainly can’t blame her for doing that. In any case, this situation is more challenging than we 
expected.” 


“The notoriety and interest of reporters might work to our advantage. This case is already 
capturing the public’s attention, or at least the reporters expect it will. With all the publicity, it 
will be easy for the local police to suspect some local person executed him rather than you 
did.” 


“| wouldn’t be surprised if some local person actually does execute him before | do.” 


“Would that be a bad thing? This target needs to be eliminated and the public is already being 
educated about the failures of the system which is putting him back on the streets. 
Regardless of who executes him, this would be a win in the good guys’ column.” 


“It's five after nine. He was supposed to be released five minutes ago. You want to do a 
dream and see what happened?” 


“Okay. Same routine as in San Diego. Here goes.” 


Eileen propped her head between the car’s passenger side front door and the back of her 
seat. Her sight and hearing senses left her body and moved quickly to the prison where the 
commotion was chaotic. She traveled back in time to when her target exited the prison door 
and witnessed him triumphantly wade into the throngs of reporters and cameras. Eileen then 
saw all she needed to see and ended her dream. 


“That was quick. You were out maybe a minute. Where do | drive?” 


“Let me put it to you this way. | can observe the past. You, apparently, can foretell the future. 
Somebody executed our target as soon as he was surrounded by reporters. | didn’t stick 
around long enough to learn whether the target was killed, but with a handgun emptied into 
the target's chest from two feet away, | suspect that would be a reasonable assumption.” 


“This is going to make us look like copycats.” 


“That'll depend on what Scott will eventually write and get published, | guess. Even if our work 
is labeled ‘copycat,’ so what? All we care about is achieving our objective. Right?” 


“You're right. It doesn’t feel like you're right, but you're right.” 
“Back to the hotel and let’s choose our next target?” 
“Yes, Ma’am.” 


“This was the other lead | was originally going to show you until we jumped on the one this 
morning. This guy, Slater, was a hit man for the Russian mob in New York. He got caught and 
he agreed to testify against a mob boss in an upcoming trial. Wait, | see an update to the 
post. He testified already, yesterday -- in return for immunity from prosecution and he will be 
entering the witness protection program. This suddenly became more urgent than it originally 
seemed to be. 

“These posts are from a guy whose son was murdered by Slater. Slater got caught for the 
son’s murder with ample evidence and witnesses to convict Slater, according to the guy who 
wrote the posts. That’s why Slater agreed to the deal. Got your list?” 


“What would life be without my list? Before we do that, though, do we trust these posts?” 


“| forgot to mention that. Yes, that trial is big news in New York City, where the trial is taking 
place. | verified the information from the first post. I'll check the latest online reports to verify 
the update, too. In the meantime, pending that verification, let's proceed.” 


“Good. First, does this target deserve to be executed?” 
“That’s clear. He murdered for money -- murder for hire.” 
“Next, is this a failure of the system?” 


“| think so. Letting a hit man off with no punishment? Surely this Slater guy killed more people 
than just the son of the person who posted to the Criminal Unjustice online group. Now he 
goes into witness protection after all those murders for hire? That's a failure.” 


“Let me play Devil’s advocate for a moment. If the system gets a conviction against a crime 
boss as a result, did the system fail?” 


“| still believe this is a failure. Someone else is going to become the crime boss for that mob 
even if they get a conviction against the current boss. They will let a murder-for-hire hit man 
go completely unpunished and accomplish nothing of lasting significance from the deal. And 
the hit man gets off whether or not they get a conviction of the boss from the hit man’s 
testimony in court.” 


“Someone is going to take the place of Slater, too. There will always be hit men.” 


“The difference is that Slater gets away with murder forever if they give him immunity in 
exchange for his testimony. There’s still a chance they can take down the mob boss in the 
future without Slater’s testimony.” 


“Okay. | agree. Next, is there an expectation there will be at least one more innocent victim if 
we do not execute Slater?” 


Craig thought for a while before replying, “That’s not clear. Let’s continue and decide that 
later.” 


Eileen complied, saying, “Alright. Next: likelinood of success.” 


“For me, it would be easy. They will put him in some laid back little town. | could pop him just 
walking past him someday. The FBI would figure it was payback from the mob. The only 
question is whether you would be able to find him.” 


“If we get near that courthouse within a few days, and if | can observe where they send him -- 
maybe hear his FBI contact tell him his final destination after he finished testifying, or some 
clue like that -- then | think there would be a good chance | can find him. When you 
researched this lead, did you spot any good photo of Slater?” 


“Not good enough for me to be confident | would recognize him by sight.” 


“Then | would also need to see him in the courtroom or courthouse so | can recognize him 
when | see him again in the future.” 


“What about the last criterion? What about the urgency for this lead?” 


“This one is interesting. The urgency is that we'll never find him if | can’t learn where they 
send him and memorize what he looks like. Other than that, he’s not likely going anywhere 
else anytime soon.” 


“Let’s get back to the criterion of whether we would likely be protecting future victims by 
executing Slater. | get the sense, Eileen, this is more important to you than to me. Am | right?” 


“| can’t know how important it is for you in order to make that comparison, but | can say it is 
important to me. What we are hoping and planning to do is justified in my mind if we are 
protecting others.” 


“Scott was correct that the law would not consider us committing a justified killing unless the 
threat to the person we claim we are protecting is imminent. The threat in San Diego was 
imminent when | killed my parents’ murderer. | doubt we will have many more such 
opportunities, if at all. 


“For this lead, there’s nothing stopping Slater from leaving wherever they relocate him and 
going back to being a hit man. Is that so unlikely that you couldn’t accept executing Slater as 
potentially protecting future innocent victims?” 


“| need to satisfy my own standard, regardless of what the law considers a justified killing. I’m 
struggling with whether Slater is adequately likely to murder again if we don’t execute him.” 


“We have not yet discussed whether a lead has to satisfy every one of the five criteria on your 
list for us to pursue it.” 


“Very true. In addition, we have not yet discussed whether we have to agree on how each 
lead rates against each criterion.” 


“| have a suggestion which can allow us to delay that discussion longer. Let’s go to New York 
and you try to learn where they relocate Slater. When we have a lull in leads, we can discuss 
again whether to execute him. | doubt the government will pay to do major cosmetic 
reconstruction surgery on him to make him unrecognizable. Would my suggested 
compromise work for you?” 


“Alright. Let’s compromise -- and procrastinate. I'll make travel and hotel and rental car 
arrangements. We had better fly to New York from here because | need to get there soon 
enough to observe Slater interacting with the FBI before that grows too old. Since the person 
who killed our planned target this morning was not you, there should be no risk in flying twice 
in a row to airports near our targets.” 


“Besides, if | execute Slater, it will not be in New York.” 
“You're right. Never mind.” 


Eileen put extra pressure on herself to learn where Slater would be relocated. Due to her 
initial reluctance regarding this target, she felt a slight concern that Craig might be suspicious 
as to whether she tried her best if she failed. 


Soon after checking in to their hotel located two blocks from the courthouse where Slater 
testified against the local Russian mob boss, Eileen made herself comfortable on the bed in 
her room. She knew her next dream would likely take a while, so she told Craig he should go 
to dinner on his own that evening. 


She moved her sight and hearing to the courthouse and into the courtroom which the 
newspaper's website article identified. Fixing her gaze on the witness stand, she traveled 
rapidly backward in time, counting the days by taking note of the alternating light source 
coming through the courtroom’s stately windows: daylight or streetlight. For each male she 
spotted in the witness stand, she stopped and threw her dream into forward gear to hear the 
witness state his name upon being sworn in. Eventually, she heard a man say “Slater.” 


She witnessed Slater pummeled with intentionally misleading cross-examination “questions” 
from the defense attorney for the mob boss and followed Slater carefully after he was 
dismissed. Finally, Slater met with an emotionless man wearing a suit needing pressing who 
ushered him into a small, private room in the courthouse. Eileen traveled backward, then 
forward, then paused three times while adjusting her vantage point and gaze. She assembled 
in her memory the pieces she saw of the document handed to Slater. 


“Destination now known,” she concluded and began the process of extracting herself from her 
dream. 


She tore a paper from the small pad in the room and wrote down the address she pieced 
together from the cryptic, travel instructions document Slater received. 


“Now I’m hungry; tired, too, but mostly hungry,” she granted herself. 


A quick search via the internet netted an appealing restaurant a half-mile away and dinner 
there was as enjoyable as her research suggested it would be. Although, it felt lonely, eating 
dinner by herself. She recalled she used to eat by herself often and never felt lonely before. 


There was a bar with live music upstairs from the restaurant’s dining area. She occupied an 
unoccupied chair at the bar and ordered a dessert drink. The bartender presented her drink in 
front of her at the same instant a self-styled Casanova presented himself in the chair to the 
left side of her. 


“A girl as pretty as you should never be allowed to drink alone.” 


Girl?’ Seriously?” Eileen thought. 
Still looking straight ahead, she responded, “Tonight, that’s the way | prefer it.” 
“But that’s not the way | prefer it. So how ‘bout we party together tonight?” 


Eileen maintained a blank face and said nothing while thinking, “This is a joke, right? | mean 
nobody says something like that and expects to score. Some buddies dared him to make an 
ass of himself? | don’t get it.” 


“It’s rude for a girl to ignore a guy like me.” 
She turned her head and glared death darts at him. 


“It's worse than rude when you don’t respect what | told you. I'll be drinking alone tonight. 
That’s final.” 


He mumbled something which Eileen guessed sounded like, “We'll see about that,” but then 
left, much to her satisfaction. 


She enjoyed her drink and the music, but left earlier than she wished because her peripheral 
vision detected an uncomfortable number of young guys looking at her while they talked 
among themselves. Walking back to her hotel, she turned down an empty, east-west side 
street. Half way to the next corner, she heard rapid footsteps approaching from behind. 
Glancing over her shoulder failed to dispatch her apprehension so she stopped and turned to 
face the person coming forth from the shadows. She recognized the Casanova. 


He stopped, standing arm’s length in front of her and slowly revealed a hunting knife with a 
six inch blade he held in his right hand at his side. 


“It would be worse than rude for you to turn down an invitation to party. Wouldn’t you agree?” 


She feigned fainting, beginning to collapse. Coiling downward into a ball, twisting toward her 
right, and before any part of her body touched the ground, she swung her right arm upward 
such that her wrist crashed into his scrotum. 


It takes most of a half-second for a Major League Baseball player to realize a pitched baseball 
is on a collision course with his head and react to that emergency. Casanova did not possess 
the honed reflexes of a Major League Baseball player and no Major League Baseball player 
ever had to react to a pitched baseball on a collision course with his head while 
simultaneously dealing with a crushed scrotum. 


Within less than a half-second, Eileen thrust her left palm upward, slamming into his nose. 
The knife instantly fell from his hand and he began to stagger backward from that second 
blow when she put all her momentum behind a right cross, landing the fleshy part of her fist 
under his chin. He fell to the ground. She picked up his knife, held it in both hands, and with 
an overhead swing as if wielding an axe to chop wood, buried it up to its hilt in the center of 
his chest between the base of his throat and the top of his rib cage. Standing over him, she 
watched life drain from his eyes. 


While catching up with the breathing she postponed during the prior few seconds, she quietly 


lectured him. 


“The mistake many women make in a situation like this is trying to run away after delivering a 
single blow aimed at the nuts and finding the guy wasn’t fully incapacitated, after all. That 
never bodes well for the woman. It would have been worse than rude had | not finished the 
job. Wouldn’t you agree?” 


She bent down and wiped the handle of the knife with his shirt, then dragged his body by the 
ankle into a shadow between two parked cars in the street. 


She recommenced walking to her hotel, admonishing under her breath, “You see what 
happens when you mess with a ‘girl.”” 


The next morning Eileen joined Craig for breakfast, who was already seated at a table in the 
hotel lobby restaurant. 


She skipped the typical morning greeting and opened with, “I’m glad you didn’t wait for me 
last night. | had quite a success.” 


Eileen shared her success with Craig, to which Craig exclaimed, “You are incredible. Well 
done. Let me see that address again. | never heard of the place. The witness protection 
program sure can find little, out-of-the-way towns. In Missouri, huh? Well, that is success, 
fantastic.” 


“| thought you would appreciate that piece of paper. Where did you have dinner?” 
“A Chinese mom-and-pop, hole-in-the-wall place around the corner. Good food. And you?” 
“| found an Irish theme restaurant. Also good food.” 


“| looked over recent posts and updates to posts at the Criminal Unjustice group’s website 
when | got back to the room after my dinner last night. Found a lead | want to show you when 
we finish breakfast. 


“In the meantime, though, here’s an update on the killing at the prison you observed in your 
dream the other day. The guy you saw kill the former boyfriend as he walked out of prison into 
the throng of reporters and cameras? -- turns out, according to the online news reports, it was 
the brother of that woman whom the attacker left for dead. With the system unwilling to 
protect her, her brother had to do it. Now the brother is being charged with murder. 


“Too bad the brother didn’t wait a little while. | could have righted that wrong and no one 
would have known or cared who carried out the execution the system should have done years 


ago. 


“At the risk of rehashing what we discussed before, | think this shows you may be too 
optimistic expecting the system not to care when you execute targets.” 


“They had to prosecute this guy, the brother. He carried out the execution in front of dozens of 
reporters and cameras. I’m going to hide my identity. Big difference.” 


Eileen nodded once to signify he made his point, but left that thread dangling and said 
nothing. Craig changed topics. 


“| was pretty tired from the traveling yesterday, so | went to bed early. Slept like a log. How 
about you?” 


“| slept extremely well, thank you.” 


They reconvened later in Craig’s hotel room, sitting in front of his laptop computer, with Craig 
narrating. 


“Here’s the lead | said | want to show you. The target’s name is Fotello. He murdered his 
father-in-law for an inheritance -- classic case, right? Fotello’s mother-in-law, the victim’s wife, 
was the one who posted on the Criminal Unjustice group website. She claims there were no 
witnesses to the murder and initially no evidence linking Fotello to the crime. However, the 
police used the potential motive, the inheritance, to get a search warrant from a judge who 
was a long-time friend of the victim. The police searched a storage unit belonging to Fotello 
and found a gun there. 


“The gun proved to be the murder weapon. Its serial number was filed off but it had Fotello’s 
fingerprints and no one else had access to that storage unit. Armed with that evidence, the 
DA got a warrant to wiretap Fotello. Detectives went to Fotello at his work office and put a 
little pressure on him. Fotello gave a friend’s name as an alibi witness. When the detectives 
left him, they said they were going to check his alibi. Fotello called his friend as soon as the 
detectives left his office, and he was recorded bribing his friend to lie in support of his alibi. 


“So they got Fotello, right? Nope. Fotello’s defense attorney made a motion to suppress the 
gun because the judge who issued the search warrant for the storage unit should have 
recused himself, since he was a friend of the victim. The trial judge agreed. Gun is out. 
Defense attorney said without the gun, there was no justification for the wiretap. The trial 
judge agreed. The bribe Fotello offered his friend to lie for an alibi is out. 


“Yesterday, the victim’s wife posted an update that the DA told her he has to dismiss the 
charges against Fotello because they have no evidence now and there is no way to get the 
gun and recording reinstated. Unfortunately, | can’t find any independent source to verify 
what’s in her post. If we pursue this lead, you would need to observe the judge ruling to 
exclude the gun and recording in order to verify what the woman claims in her posts.” 


Eileen soaked in Craig’s narration and then questioned, “How long ago did the judge throw 
out the evidence?” 


“Let’s reread the post together and look for that. | don’t recall seeing that here. | can put a 
comment on her post to ask her.” 


“We don’t want any trail between you and her.” 
“Right, Of course. 


“She posted she lives in New Jersey. Oh, and here she gave the DA's last name. Let’s do a 
search for him in New Jersey and find the nearest courthouse to where he lives. We'll drive 
there today and hope we get lucky. 


“If you can verify the information, this target will clearly do well relative to your list of criteria, 
except for one. | can tell you in advance, it is not going to do well on the criterion of protecting 


potential future victims, just like for Slater the hit man in witness protection.” 


“| realized that, too. I’m not feeling as strongly as | did before about that criterion. I’m not 
willing to throw out that criterion, but | think you were largely correct. Murderers and rapists 
tend to murder and rape -- that’s what they do, until someone stops them.” 


“Whatever got you to be more open about this, I’m glad you did.” 


They drove to the courthouse on which they pinned their hopes for verifying the information 
from the Criminal Unjustice website posts regarding Fotello. They pulled the rental car into a 
spot in the courthouse parking lot. Eileen reminded Craig this could take quite a while and he 
assured her he had lot’s to keep himself busy via his phone. Eileen propped herself between 
the car door and her seat and deftly began a dream. 


Nearly two hours later, she sat up, placed one finger over her lips to signify Craig should not 
speak yet, and wrote on the pad she withdrew from her pocket. Though mentally drained, 
what she learned from her dream engineered a temporary second wind of stamina. 


“The post is accurate. | observed the defense attorney motions and the trial judge excluding 
the evidence. Fotello murdered his father-in-law so that his wife would get her share of her 
father’s inheritance which they already knew in advance was written in the victim’s will. | wrote 
Fotello’s home address and work office address. 


“That's the good news. You want the better news? The woman who posted about this case on 
your group’s website didn’t reveal -- probably didn’t even know -- the full extent of what was 
caught on the wire tap. Fotello told his friend on the phone call what to say to the police such 
that the friend would avoid saying certain things. Some of those things would only have been 
known to the murderer. When the judge threw out the wiretap, the DA went ballistic and told 
the judge about all that. | guess the DA was trying to make the judge realize this was not an 
innocent person in danger of being wrongly convicted by the evidence the judge ruled out. 
Fotello definitely committed the murder he was charged with. 


“That’s the better news. You want the even-better news? Fotello’s wife, the victim’s daughter, 
was not in on Fotello’s plot. She is genuinely distraught over the murder of her father and was 
originally certain her husband didn’t do it. The DA showed her some of the evidence which got 
excluded by the trial judge. She is filing for divorce, which would cut Fotello off from her 
inheritance. If you execute Fotello, his wife would be grateful, | bet.” 


Craig finally felt he had permission to speak and so added, “That’s the good news and the 
better news, and the even-better news. You want the best news of all? There are surely public 
bathrooms in a courthouse.” 


Without another word and without delay, Craig hastily exited the car and ascended the 
courthouse stairs. Eileen took advantage of the opportunity as well, though far less urgently. 


She shook her head and mumbled to herself, “| warned him.” 


Once relieved and then descending the courthouse stairs at a far less brisk pace, Craig 
quietly suggested, “Let’s not bother with the list of criteria this time.” 


“Yea, | agree. Let’s just drive to his office and park somewhere inconspicuous.” 
The next dream required only ten minutes. 


Eileen woke and revealed, “He went home while we were driving here. Oh, and | forgot to 
mention before, his wife is living with her mother now while the divorce proceedings begin. 
Let’s relocate to around the corner from his house.” 


That done, another quick dream later and Eileen confirmed the target was alone in his house. 


“He went out a little while ago to his back yard through the sliding-glass kitchen door. When 
he came in, he didn’t lock that door.” 


Craig’s utterance of “Perfect” barely preceded the sound of the driver’s-side car door closing. 
He put on gloves as he walked around the corner of the block and removed them as he 
returned fifteen minutes later. Calmly, he reoccupied the driver’s seat, turned to Eileen, and 
complained about the challenge he faced. 


“Those wooden knife blocks on a well-stocked kitchen counter contain too many fine knives to 
choose from. Our work is done here. Where to next? my guiding goddess.” 


“Back to our hotel in New York. | need to recuperate from my dreams.” 


Eileen pondered how untroubled Craig seemed driving to the hotel. She pondered how 
untroubled she felt the prior night after killing the Casanova. 


That voice inside which she previously mentioned to Scott asked, “Aren’t you troubled that 
neither of you are troubled?” 


Ready for bed early that night, Eileen deliberated over whether to dream about how the police 
were handling their investigation of the Casanova she killed the prior evening. Realizing the 
fact that she had an interest in learning the progress of their investigation made it highly likely 
she would dream about it while asleep if she did not do so voluntarily first, she did so first. 


No one notified the police until the subsequent morning when people began their morning 
commute. At least a dozen people walked past the body before one person called it in while 
continuing to walk briskly down the street. 


A police car cruised the block an hour later and confirmed the commuter’s report. The body 
was gone an hour after that. Detectives arrived and knocked on neighbors’ doors. Almost no 
one was home in any of the apartments. 


An older woman lumbering with a cane in one hand and a small bag of groceries in the other 
saw the detectives in her apartment building and inquired, “You're looking for witnesses for 
the body? Well, officially, | didn’t see anything and that’s what | will say if you or anyone ask. 
Off the record, hypothetically speaking, it would be a waste of your time to investigate when a 
guy pulls a knife on a woman minding her own business, walking alone, and he gets what he 
deserves.” 


The detectives offered to help the neighbor with her bag. She declined, leaned her cane 
against the door, unlocked the door, retrieved her cane, and entered her apartment. The 
detectives watched and winced. 


Upon hearing the door locked from inside, one said to the other, “That apartment’s window 
would have a clear view of where the trail of blood began.” 


The other replied, “And she clearly was not the woman who killed the knife-wielding guy. Let’s 
wrap this up quickly.” 


Eileen returned to the present and fell asleep. 


Chapter 14 


Eileen knocked at the door to Craig’s hotel room. 


Craig opened the door and immediately began reporting, “| haven’t found any new lead I'd like 
to show you yet at Criminal Unjustice, but | just got started. Come on in. What do you have 
there? Why are you wearing gloves?” 


“| brought blank paper from home and a standard pencil. I’ll sit next to you while you keep 
looking and I'll write our first letter to Scott with details about executing Fotello in New Jersey 
yesterday. Let me know when you find something.” 


Eileen finished the letter without interruption from Craig. She folded it, placed it in an envelope 
from the box of envelopes she likewise brought from home, addressed it to Scott, affixed a 
‘Forever’ stamp, placed it in a pouch, zipped close the pouch for now, and removed her 
gloves. Still there was no interruption from Craig so she interrupted him. 


“Nothing yet?” 
“No. You done already?” 


“Except for sealing the envelope and mailing it somewhere without surveillance cameras. | 
didn’t want to seal it in case | remember something else | want to add. Oh, did you want to 
read it?” 


“Nah. I’m sure you and Scott have that part of the teamwork worked out just fine. How about 
you look with me?” 
She moved her chair closer to his and they scanned and scrolled together. 


Eileen perked up, “What about this one? An owner of a small company in a small town in 
South Carolina hires only single women and demands they give him sex to keep their jobs. 
The post was written by a woman who claims to have quit after he gave her the ultimatum, 
but she learned later all the other women working there have been submitting to him. 


“She complained to the police, but she was told there is no law against a man propositioning 
her and, since she quit voluntarily and was not fired, and since none of the other employees 
were willing to file a complaint, there was nothing that could be done. 


“There are laws protecting employees from that. Moguls have been convicted over that kind 
of thing. This is a failure of the criminal justice system to claim nothing can be done.” 


“Women filed complaints and were willing to testify against those moguls. Apparently, not in 
this case.” 


“This is sex trafficking. That’s a crime. The damn owner is a pimp. He’s a criminal.” 


“Except he is not selling their services. It’s more like he’s a John buying their services and 
paying for their services by giving them a job with a salary in a small town where jobs are 
hard to come by. That guy is disgusting -- no question about that. Does he deserve to be 

executed?” 


“We agreed to target serial rapists. This is highly serial.” 
“Yes, but is it rape?” 


“He’s not threatening them with a knife at their throats, sure, but is threatening them with their 
livelihood that much different?” 


“| think it is different. The woman who wrote the post chose not to submit and walked away. 
With a knife at her throat, instead, would she have had that choice?” 


“A woman facing a knife could maybe disarm her attacker using her training in self defense, or 
pull a gun out of her pocket and defend herself. Those are choices.” 


Craig raised his eyebrows, inducing some introspection by Eileen. 
“I’m being irrational. That’s what you’re thinking. This one fails our criteria. You’re right. But I'd 
like to kill him, myself, anyway.” 


“And if you execute him, all the women will lose their jobs, | expect, because the plant will 
close down while they try to sort out his estate; maybe close permanently. Do you think those 
women working for him would see you as their savior or the person responsible for them 
being out of work?” 


Eileen let out a muffled screech of frustration, then calmed herself and asked, “Shall | arrange 
flights home to San Diego?” 


“By way of Missouri?” 

Eileen paused, then smiled her acquiescence. 

“First, let me dream to verify that Slater left by now for his new witness protection life.” 
She retired to her own room. A half-hour later, Eileen knocked on Craig’s door. 


“He left yesterday. An FBI agent at the courthouse reported by phone that agents picked up 
Slater from his hotel room and took him to the airport. The agent also reported the jury 
delivered a ‘guilty’ verdict on the Russian mob boss. | guess they were waiting for a verdict 
before they took him away, in case he would have been called back for additional testimony 
or Clarification.” 


Craig lifted his shoulders and urged, “Then, let’s go to Missouri.” 


Eileen gathered the gloves and pouch she forgot to take when she earlier left Craig’s room 
and headed for the door, this time intending to commune with her laptop computer in her own 
hotel room. 


She turned to Craig and suggested, “Come, keep me company while | make travel 
arrangements.” 


Prior to clicking to commit, she read out loud each arrangement, glancing at Craig’s face, 
wary of any disapproval of her decisions. He sat silently next to her. 


“Well alrighty, then, we’re set,” she concluded. “We check out of this hotel early tomorrow 
morning, return the car at JFK airport, late morning flight to Kansas City, rent a car at the 
airport, drive eighty miles, do whatever it takes to find and execute Slater, and decide what to 
do next, depending on the situation at that point.” 


“SGTM -- sounds good to me. Are you up for a drive this afternoon? explore some of Long 
Island?” 


“We can use a break. SGTM.” 


Craig parked the rental car around the block from the address in Missouri Eileen saw when 
she spied on the document the FBI agent gave Slater. She went into a dream and moved into 
his new home, courtesy of the witness protection program. He was not in the house so she 
traveled back in time while watching the front door. A few minutes later she extracted herself 
from the dream. 


“It’s the correct address. | recognized him from when | observed him in court in New Jersey. 
He drove to a produce stand a few miles from here and is on his way home now. I’m guessing 
he'll be back in ten minutes or less. Craig, this is a former hit man for a Russian mob. He’s not 
going to be a pushover.” 


“A guy like that would have purchased a gun first thing upon arriving here. Probably more 
than one. Can you watch him from when he moved in and see if you can spot him hiding a 
gun somewhere in the house?” 


“lll try. This might take a while.” 
Most of an hour later, Eileen awoke. 


“You were right. Top drawer of the chest of drawers in his bedroom. It’s a one bedroom house 
and there is only one piece of furniture with drawers in that bedroom. He hid it under the 
clothing in that drawer, on the right side. Its a handgun and it’s loaded. He’s home now.” 


“Any sign of a silencer for the gun?” 
“| didn’t see any.” 
“He'll probably be carrying a gun on him as well, | suspect.” 


“He’s not likely to go out again this afternoon or evening. There’s nothing to do in this little 
town once it gets dark, I’m sure. Let’s drive on to Springfield. It’s less than two hours away but 
far enough to make it tougher for police or FBI to connect us to the target when they will 
investigate his killing. We'll find a place to stay for the night, come back tomorrow morning, 
park somewhere else so we don’t draw suspicion from neighbors, but still within a few blocks. 
I'll do surveillance and watch for him leaving home. You can break in and get the gun. 
Execute him when he gets home.” 


“Sounds like a plan.” 


Late the next morning and parked two blocks from Slater’s home, Eileen awoke from a 
surprisingly brief dream with good news. 


“He’s jogging, keeping up a pretty good pace, too. | don’t know how much longer his route will 
be but he is at least a mile from his home now, | would say. Worst case, if he were to come 
straight home, he could be in his house in as little as eight minutes, I’m guessing.” 


Craig began to open his car door, stopped, and requested, “Is anyone home in the house right 
behind his?” 


Eileen pushed into a dream and hurriedly reconnoitered that adjacent lot and house. She did 
not take the time to update Slater’s exercise progress. 


“No one home there,” she declared as soon as she returned to the present. 


Craig was gone upon hearing those words. Eileen was afraid of going into a dream to monitor 
the situation because someone might come by their rented car during that interlude and 
report a dead woman in a car, jeopardizing everything. She distracted herself while she 
waited nervously. 


“Next time, I'll pack jogging clothes. | miss getting my exercise.” 


That topic and additional attempts at distraction failed miserably. She scooted into the driver’s 
seat after deciding a driver taking a nap would be less conspicuous to any passerby -- 
rationalizations rule -- and began a dream. 


She witnessed Craig walk casually to Slater’s home, clandestinely watching for anyone who 
might see him. He passed the front of the house and looked at its street address number, 
then moved into its side yard, proceeding further into the back yard. He jimmied out two 
adjacent panes from the jalousie window in the rear house door using a pen for the small 
amount of leverage to which the brackets of such window panes yield. Punching through the 
screen, he unlocked the door handle and let himself in. 


The rear door was in the kitchen. Craig traversed the kitchen and into one end of a narrow, 
twenty-foot-long, straight hallway. He saw that the first doorway on his left opened to the 
bedroom at the same instant that the front door of the house opened at the opposite end of 
the hallway. Slater and Craig both froze at the sight of each other, like two gunfighters facing 
each other in an old western movie. 


Slater reached one hand behind him and began bringing a gun forward. Craig lunged into the 
bedroom, grabbed the top drawer of the chest of drawers by its handles, and pulled it out so 
hard the entire chest fell forward. His momentum carried himself and the drawer he was 
holding beyond the falling chest. He flipped the drawer upside down to empty its contents on 
the carpet and flung it toward the bedroom doorway. Slater, with his gun in his right hand and 
pointed toward the ceiling, began to peek around the door frame, but drew back immediately 
when the empty drawer sailed through the doorway. Craig fell to his knees and seized the gun 
now resting on top of the former contents of the drawer. He disengaged the safety. There was 
no time to corroborate Eileen’s report that it was loaded. 


Eileen wanted to exit her dream and run to the house. She remembered, though, she was 
witnessing what happened in the past, albeit very recent past. The outcome of this 
engagement was likely already determined. She moved her senses behind Craig and slowed 
time as if, somehow, she could help him better under those circumstances. 


With the flying drawer smashing against the hallway wall, Slater flung himself across the 
doorway while staring wide-eyed into the bedroom to assess the situation, his right arm 
lowering his gun to fire at the intruder upon sighting him. Craig was still on his knees with his 
upper body exposed above the fallen chest. Slater pointed his gun but Craig fired first and hit 
him in the right shoulder. The reaction of Slater’s nervous system twitched his arm enough 
that Slater’s shot missed by inches. Slater’s momentum carried him across the doorway and 
beyond Craig’s view from inside the bedroom. 


Craig pressed the advantage, leaping over the fallen chest, switching the gun to his left hand, 
coming to rest just on the floor shy of the doorway. Using his right arm to push off from the 
floor, he propelled himself so that his face and left arm poked beyond the threshold, just 
above the floor. Slater was staggering into the kitchen, his head twisted to face backward and 
right arm pointing his gun chest high toward the bedroom doorway. Craig fired before Slater 
changed his aim point toward the floor and hit Slater’s rib cage under his outstretched arm. 


Slater fell to the kitchen floor. Craig sprang to his feet and raced toward his target, put the 
barrel of his gun on Slater’s head and fired one more bullet. He dropped the gun and left the 
kitchen via its back door. Ambling straight through the back yard, he leaped the fence into the 
neighbor’s yard which Eileen reconnoitered minutes earlier. 


Eileen exited her dream and saw in her rear-view mirror Craig walking toward the car. He saw 
she was now in the driver's seat, so he got into the passenger seat and removed his gloves. 
She drove away while his attention was riveted through the car’s rear window. 


“No one followed me,” he reported among shallow, rapid breaths. 
“That was too close.” 

“You watched it in a dream?” 

“Yes. Scared me to death.” 

Craig chuckled, “I bet it scared Slater to death, too.” 

Eileen was not ready to be pacified. 


“We need to increase our margin of safety in the future, be more patient looking for an 
opportunity.” 


“That got the combat juices flowing, though. The greater the danger, the sweeter the victory.” 
Seeing Eileen’s stern expression in response, he backpedaled, “Maybe you're right.” 
“Why did Slater move across the bedroom doorway and expose himself?” 


“Only guessing now, | think he did that because he was on the wrong side of the doorway for 
a right-handed shooter. In order to get his right arm and his eyes simultaneously into the open 
doorway, he needed be on the other side. That goes to show why you didn’t need to worry 
about me. | can shoot with either hand.” 


Eileen twisted the corner of her mouth in disapproval. 
Craig tried yet again to assuage her, joking, “Too soon?” 


After a half-hour of driving in silence and with Eileen’s face no longer stern, Craig posited, 
“We are not headed back to Kansas City.” 


“That’s correct. | thought we should spend a night at a hotel in the Mark Twain National Forest 
and then catch a flight out of St. Louis no sooner than tomorrow. That way, it looks like we 
were just tourists driving a plausibly touristy route -- we went southward from Kansas City to 
Springfield and eastward from Springfield last night to the forest tonight, then northward to St. 
Louis. Tourists wouldn’t double back northward to Slater’s house before going to the forest. 
Also, someone sent to kill Slater would get out of Missouri as soon as the job was done. Here 
we are taking an extra night or more to enjoy the forest.” 


“| won't disagree with your reasoning, but | still think no one is going to put much effort into 
finding Slater’s killer.” 


“You're just afraid of being seen checking into hotels in the rural midwest with a woman you're 
not married to. They’re not going to tar and feather you, ya know.” 


“| Know, but they might burn you for bewitching me.” 
“That was in New England -- Salem, Massachusetts.” 


“Massachusetts, Missouri, they both begin with an ‘M. 


“You are not helping overcome the stereotype that people who grew up on a coast have no 
interest in knowing about the middle of the country.” 


“I’m just kidding with you. You grew up in the middle of the country and | know about you.” 
Eileen smiled but thought to herself, “Not as much as you think you know.” 
“Where do we fly to from St. Louis? Back home to San Diego?” 


“That will depend on whether you, or we, find a good lead on your group’s website. Although, 
| wouldn't mind getting back to San Diego. How about you?” 


“Me, too.” 


They took two nights in the forest, not because of Eileen’s abundance of caution over getting 
caught. The forest was alluring and they quickly agreed to enjoy it a full day before moving 
on. Neither of them packed clothes appropriate for “trail-blazing.” Nevertheless, there were 
more than adequate, marked trails to follow while they chatted all that day. 


They half-heartedly looked at the Criminal Unjustice website that evening after dinner and 
booked flights from St. Louis to San Diego for the next day. As in New York, the nominal 
itinerary the auto rental agency required them to declare upon renting their car fell by the 
roadside. Stiff fees were assessed, this time including a drop-off charge for not returning the 
car to where they rented it. However, Craig, true to his word, had no concerns over spending 
money and they did not wish to drive back to Kansas City. 


After several days at home, the team was itching for action again. Scott was occupied and 
unable to join them in San Diego. Eileen spoke to Scott on the phone during which he used 
the pre-arranged code words to indicate he received one letter from Eileen with details about 
their first execution. He told her his recent travel schedule, from which she concluded her 
second letter would be waiting for him when he returned to his home after his current project. 
She told Craig she expected Scott would compose his first piece on the team’s efforts soon 
after he gets back. 


“You think he will have enough to write about from just our first two targets?” 


“| think so, but it will be up to him to decide, of course. | also mentioned in my first letter the 
local media coverage of the target we got scooped on.” 


“The brother of the victim executing the victim’s former boyfriend outside the gates at the 
prison in Illinois.” 


“Yes. | thought Scott might want to broaden his writing to include that one because it was so 
full of failures by the criminal justice system and it only got local coverage. That is going to be 
Scott’s greatest challenge: to weave together a series of system failures which each get local 
coverage, if covered at all, into a total story which captivates the nation.” 


“Scott can do it, if anyone can.” 
“That's just it, | doubt anyone can,” Eileen thought silently. 


“| found a lead | want to show you. ‘Not guilty by reason of insanity’ is the title of this post on 
the group’s website. The guy writing the post claims a man named Allen went on a killing 


spree eight years ago. Among Allen’s victims were the post writer’s entire family. The writer 
was ten years old at the time and staying that night at a friend’s house. 


“Allen was caught and judged by the court to be not guilty because the judge, in his infinite 
wisdom, deemed Allen insane when he went on his killing spree. Therefore, rather than being 
found guilty and insane, Allen was judged not guilty. That’s the critical point. He was judged 
not guilty. 


“He was imprisoned at Atascadero State Hospital here in California. Now, someone else -- at 
Atascadero, this time -- with even more infinite wisdom, passed judgement that Allen is cured, 
no longer a danger to society, so they released him yesterday. 


“Had he been found guilty but insane, he would have now been sent to prison for the rest of 
his life, or executed if he were in a state with capital punishment. However, since he was 
found not guilty -- never convicted of the multiple murders everyone knew beyond any doubt 
that he committed -- he’s now free to go.” 


“That’s infuriating. Would you show me that post, please? That’s worse than infuriating. 


“Imagine it is proposed that whoever at Atascadero declared Allen no longer a danger to 
society should now test everyone to determine who in the general public is a danger to 
society and who is not a danger to society. Those deemed a danger would then be 
imprisoned before they harm others. 


“That proposal would be torn to shreds. We would never allow that. So why are we willing to 
allow anyone to determine that for the past eight years, this Allen guy was a danger to society 
but now he no longer is?” 


“Shall we take my car in the morning?” 


“You betcha, and your guns.” 


Craig parked three miles from Atascadero State Hospital, got out his phone to keep himself 
busy, and cued Eileen, “You're on, goddess.” 


Eileen moved into the facility and traveled back a couple of days. Lacking a recent photo of 
Allen, she patiently searched for activity suggesting someone being released. Patience 
running thinner, she moved to the main entrance, backed up in time to the morning of the day 
Allen was released, and fast forwarded until she saw a man exit the building who acted like 
someone set free. She followed the man backward in time to witness his interaction with 
guards inside the facility. A few minutes witnessing that scene yielded a guard addressing the 
man by name. It was Allen. She paused time while she committed his appearance to memory. 


Fast forward again and Eileen witnessed Allen greeted by an elderly woman waiting for him 
outside the facility. They got into a car with the woman driving. Eileen followed until she began 
having difficulty controlling her dream. She noted the location and returned to Craig’s car and 
the present, ending her dream. 


Eileen gave driving instructions for Craig to drive to a place close to where she last witnessed 
the car with Allen inside. Craig pulled over to the side of the road. Eileen traveled backward in 
time to search for the target car, found the car after tediously traveling back and forth in time 


repeatedly, and continued tracking Allen’s progress until the target’s car was too far away 
again for Eileen to maintain control in her dream. She noted the location and began the cycle 
anew. 


It took four cycles, each progressing ten to twelve miles, plus one pit stop at a fast food joint, 
before Eileen witnessed the target car park in the driveway of a small house where Allen and 
the woman driver went inside. She directed Craig to park a quarter-mile away from that 
house. Eileen spied on Allen beginning when he arrived at that house two days in the past. 


“I’m getting worn out here,” Eileen sighed upon returning from this latest dream. 


“| don’t doubt it. We’ve been at this for nearly four hours. You need a break -- more than just a 
pit stop.” 


“I’m afraid | do -- and another pit stop, too. | learned the woman who picked up Allen is his 
mother. Allen is staying with her in her house. Please write this down.” 


She handed Craig a piece of paper and pen, then dictated the address of Allen’s mother’s 
house. 


“Let’s call it quits for the day. Can you find a hotel for tonight not too close but not too far?” 


“| already did, while you were in your latest dream. We're in the outskirts of Santa Maria. | 
picked a hotel downtown.” 


Fifteen minutes later, Eileen was asleep, laying on top of the bed in her hotel room, fully 
clothed, her unopened suitcase outside the bathroom door where she dropped it. Her last 
words to Craig as they approached their rooms instructed him to wake her if she did not 
emerge on her own by 7 p.m. 


Craig waited until 7:10. He was aware there was always the possibility of an unintentional, 
special dream any time she was asleep and that she wished not to be awoken from such a 
dream. Then he recalled she would not hear him knocking if she were in a special dream. But 
he did not want to wake her if she were asleep because she was so worn out from her 
dreams that afternoon. But he recalled her instructions to wake her. 


Craig laughed inwardly, “I am killing people all over the country and the toughest decision | 
face is whether to knock on her door?” 


He knocked. Nothing. He knocked again, louder. His ear pressed against the door captured a 
squeak from a bed frame. The door opened. 


“What time is it?” emanated from a mouth below droopy-eyes and above a disarray of 
wrinkled shirt and pants resembling a pair of laundry bags from which those clothes escaped. 


She looked at the watch on her wrist. 


“Oh, okay. Uh, give me fifteen minutes and I'll meet you in the lobby.” She looked down at 
herself and corrected her estimate, “Make it twenty.” 


After the server took their order for dinner, Eileen rested her face in her hands for a while. 
“I’m sorry, you were saying you found another lead? -- before the server came.” 

“You up for hearing about it now? It can wait until tomorrow.” 

She sat up in her chair and responded, “Let’s do this now. I’m ready.” 

“Target’s name is Yallo. He lives in Las Vegas.” 


“How far is Vegas?” 
“Like four hundred miles. It’s about an eight hour drive, including pit stops.” 
“Okay. I’m sorry, | interrupted. Please continue.” 


“No problem. Yallo murdered his business partner to keep the partner from exposing that 
Yallo was up to his neck in graft in Las Vegas. Yallo plea bargained for a relative slap on the 
wrist. He’s still out on bail and is due in court the day after tomorrow to plead guilty and for 
sentencing. The person who posted about this on the Criminal Unjustice website claims to be 
the wife of the murder victim. | researched online and verified what | just repeated to you -- 
except | couldn’t verify whether the post was written by the actual wife of the murder victim. At 
this point, | don’t believe the writer’s true identity matters, so I'll just take her at her word for 
that.” 


“So this is another lead which meets all our criteria except the likelinood of future victims if we 
don’t execute him.” 


“At least it’s not a crime of passion. This was a calculated murder so Yallo could protect 
himself from being exposed for his prior crimes. That should have gotten him life without 
parole, if not capital punishment.” 


“What was the deal he got?” 


“Five years in a minimum security lock-up. The wife of the victim is furious in her post and | 
don’t blame her. She wrote the DA won't even talk to her, she’s not going to be allowed to 
testify or make any statement in court. She wrote that an ADA told her off-the-record their 
office doesn’t have the resources to take every case to trial and so is anxious to make a deal 
for a guilty plea whenever it can. She also wrote she believes the power brokers don’t want 
the details of Yallo’s corruption becoming public record. She wondered whether Yallo 
threatened to name names if the DA went after him fully.” 


“I’m inclined to believe everything she wrote, except that last guess of hers. If Yallo 
threatened to name names, Yallo would already be dead. That’s my guess.” 


“Our current target, Allen, isn’t going anywhere for now, right? Are you up for driving to Vegas 
tomorrow and try to target Yallo?” 


“What was that acronym you used?” 
“You mean SGTM?” 
“Yea, that’s it. Sounds good to me.” 


Twenty-three hours later, Eileen and Craig were eating dinner again, this time in a restaurant 
on the Las Vegas Strip. 


“Vegas has a reputation for being under the protection of organized crime. We need to treat 
this operation very cautiously. Agreed?” 


“Agreed. | brought my sniper’s rifle.” 
“You have a sniper’s rifle? You’ve been holding out on me.” 


“Well, | didn’t want you to think | was some kind of unrepentant killer.” 
A smile creeped onto his face and they broke out laughing. 


After dinner, Eileen drove into the suburbs and parked across the street from the address 
Craig found online for Yallo. Over the subsequent hour, she dreamed herself into the home 
and witnessed enough snippets over the prior several days to confirm the man living there 
was Yallo, he was going to court the next day to plead guilty and get the sweetheart deal he 
negotiated, he was home in the present, and alone. 


“Look with your scope at the picture window in front of the house,” she said to Craig when she 
returned. 


Craig snuck into the back seat of the car, lowered the window, and steadied the tip of his rifle 
on the widow frame of the closed door. The street was dark except for one streetlamp thirty 
yards away and minimal home and lamppost lights nearby. Blinds were drawn or shutters 
closed for the night up and down the quiet street. 


“Can you make out through the gaps in the venetian blind a blotch of bright red with a dark 
patch in the middle?” 


“Yes. | see it.” 
“That's a garishly hideous, overstuffed, bright red chair with Yallo sitting in it, asleep.” 


“Leaving for later your explanation why he lost the home-decor-design contest, is his head 
tipped to his right side? | see a flesh-colored spot there.” 


“Yes.” 
“Get ready to drive.” 


Eileen started the car. Craig squeezed off two shots in quick succession, said, “Go,” and 
Eileen drove away as if nothing odd happened. 


Back at the hotel, with the car parked in the hotel’s garage and the rifle hidden in the trunk, 
they went to Eileen’s room and she began a dream. 


“I’m back,” she announced a few minutes later. “I had a little trouble with control. Yallo’s house 
is probably a dozen miles from here, maybe a little more, judging from past experience. 
Anyway, success. Well executed, pardon the pun. Maybe we should stay here a night or two 
longer, again trying to appear like ordinary tourists. Blend in.” 


“That would be fine with me, except | don’t gamble.” 
“And that’s completely consistent with your risk-averse personality.” 


He scrunched his face to convey puzzlement. She smiled broadly, grasped his hand in hers, 
and led him out the door and down the hotel hallway, swinging their joined arms as would a 
young girl walking proudly with her dad. 


“Let’s go see the water fountain shows at Bellagio,” she plotted, joyfully. 


They both slept-in the next morning, recovering from a late night on the Vegas Strip. They met 
for brunch and Craig showed Eileen a new post on the Criminal Unjustice website. 


“This post is from a rape victim; or, to be more accurate for now, from a person who claims to 
be a female rape victim. | have not been able to verify anything in her post. If she is correct, 
though, you should be able to verify it all. 


“She wrote she lives in Phoenix. That's about three hundred miles from here. We could drive 
it in about six hours, including stops. She works as a waitress in a diner. A late night customer 
followed her after she closed the diner for the night and then attacked her as she walked 
home. She fought back but he beat her pretty badly. She went to the police, who were 
sympathetic. They showed her photographs of known sex offenders in the area and she 
easily picked out her attacker. However, there was no DNA from the attacker, no evidence at 
all identifying the attacker. The DA said photographs of her bruises and her medical report 
would be evidence that she was brutally raped, but not evidence as to who was her attacker. 
So he declined to press charges because he said there is no way to win a case of she- 
said/he-said without compelling evidence. 


“Now here’s the part that kills me. She told the DA that the police said the guy she identified is 
a known sex offender living in the area. She asked the DA about using his prior acts as 
evidence. The DA said the attacker’s prior acts would not be admissible in court as evidence 
for her accusation. Any mention of prior acts would be ruled prejudicial and excluded.” 


“A serial rapist. When was she attacked?” 
“Three days ago.” 
“Did she offer any information we can use to learn where the attack happened?” 


Craig took out his phone and scrolled through comments/questions other members added to 
her post. 


“Somebody who claims to live in Phoenix asked about the neighborhood where it happened. 
Bingo. The woman wrote back with the exact location and time.” 


“It doesn’t get better than that. How soon can we leave?” 
“| Knew you'd want to do this one. Let's check out and leave as soon as we’re packed.” 


Following dinner in Phoenix at their hotel, they drove to the address Craig discovered. Eileen 
traveled back more than three days and witnessed the attack. It filled her with rage. She 
paused time and stared into the rapist’s face not just to memorize his appearance but to curse 
his existence. She had no need to verify anything else which the victim posted on the group’s 
website -- not the prior acts of the rapist, not the photo lineup from which the victim identified 
her attacker, not what the DA said. She followed the rapist to his apartment and beyond. She 
saw him in a diner a block away and returned to the car and the present. 


“That miserable piece of trash is at that diner -- you can see it from here -- probably the same 


one where his victim worked. What gall. He knows he got away with it. | bet he walks by this 
very spot to savor the moment. I’m going to spy on him for a while, if that’s alright with you.” 


“Sure, I'll get my pistol and silencer from the trunk.” 
Less than ten minutes later, Eileen ended her dream. 
“Give me the pistol.” 


Craig was taken aback by her request but her obvious determination overwhelmed his wish to 
object. He handed her the gun with the silencer screwed in place. She checked that it was 
loaded. 


Eileen stepped out of the car and hid behind the wall between two buildings near the spot of 
the attack. She disengaged the gun’s safety. The rapist arrived a minute later and paused at 
that spot. Eileen, with her gun out of sight, stepped out from behind the wall. Facing each 
other, five feet apart, she asked quietly, “Would you like to rape me, too?” 


The rapist froze momentarily, his eyes ricocheting within their sockets driven by the reptilian 
part of his brain weighing fight versus flight reactions. She brought the pistol forward quickly 
and immediately put the first bullet in his throat so he could not scream. Sneering at him, the 
second bullet entered his groin. He crumpled to the ground. She closed the distance between 
them and put the silencer’s muzzle in one of his ears before pulling the trigger for the third 
and final time. 


Back in the car with Craig driving to their hotel, Eileen engaged the safety, unscrewed the 
silencer, put both in the glove compartment, and simply said to Craig, “Thank you.” 


Craig nodded. They rode on in silence. 


Eileen was running ten minutes late meeting Craig for breakfast the next morning and began 
her apology even before occupying the empty chair at his table, “I didn’t hear my alarm go off. 
| had one of my involuntary dreams while sleeping. It seems like those dreams tend to 
happen just before I’m supposed to wake up. Maybe I’m imagining that. | know | look terrible. 
Sorry for that, too. | got out of bed five minutes ago, literally.” 


“No need to apologize for any downside to your power, nor for not looking your best all the 
time. By the way, your mirror lied to you -- you still look good. 


“Now, let me guess. Your subconscious needed to know something and you didn’t try to find 
out with a voluntary dream before going to bed.” 


“Ah, you who are the premium blend of Sherlock Holmes and Freud, you have been learning 
a great deal about me, perhaps too much already.” 


She perceived that Craig understood the barely-concealed meaning in her last words and that 
he accordingly swallowed his desire to discuss the event of the prior night. He was correct, 
though, in his stated hypothesis. 


Eileen witnessed the rapist’s body in her dream while asleep. She took control of the dream 
soon after it started and spied on the discussion among the officers and detectives who 
arrived on the scene. 


She ended her dream after hearing the exchange: 

“Investigate this one in your spare time.” 

“Spare time? Really? What's that?” 

and after seeing the delayed revelation wash onto the face of the latter speaker. 
Craig’s voice focused her attention. 

“Do we need to stay in Phoenix, play tourist, throw any investigation off us?” 


“No, that won't be necessary. | learned from my dream the locals won't be investigating that 
execution. 


“Not that | would ever say, ‘I told you so,’ ...” 


“Nevertheless, you told me so. | know. But let’s not get sloppy and expect none of our deeds 
will go un-investigated. And while | am on the subject of deeds which likely got investigated, 
I’d like to go back to Vegas and observe how they investigated the execution of Yallo, but it 
might be best not to be there again this soon afterward.” 


“On the other hand, what killer would come back to the place where he killed?” 


“Maybe some deranged killers might do that, like some rapists do. We need to get back to 
Santa Maria, though, don’t we? The formerly-insane and now miraculously-cured Allen is 
waiting for us at his mother’s house. Besides, if we go to Vegas and | learn they are actively 
investigating Yallo’s death, what would we do about it? Nothing.” 


“My father told me once -- and | never forgot it -- if you’re going to do the same thing no 
matter what the answer to a question might be, don’t bother asking the question.” 


“| think that advice should not be taken too literally, but | agree with the concept. | wish | could 
have met your parents.” 


“Yea, me too.” 


They left before noon and drove westerly toward Los Angeles. En route, without warning, they 
transformed into fun-needing kids and stopped for two nights in Anaheim, visiting Disneyland 
and Disney California Adventure for a full day. By mid afternoon the subsequent day, they 
parked near the house where Allen was staying in Santa Maria. 


Eileen dreamed and reported, “Allen is in the house alone and all neighboring homes are 
empty. This must be a working class neighborhood and any kids would be in school.” 


Craig took his pistol with silencer and walked to the front door. He knocked, Allen opened it 
enough to peak out, and two muffled shots through the door felled him. Craig kicked the door 
open, bursting the security chain free from the doorpost, put the gun silencer on Allen’s 
forehead and provided closure. Craig returned to the car and instructed Eileen to drive 
northward. 


“North? You want to throw them off our trail, not go back to San Diego yet? If we stay ina 
hotel wherever, north or south, we will have to show ID.” 


“There is a method to my madness. While you were dreaming, doing your reconnaissance, | 


found a recent post on the Criminal Unjustice website. When we stop for lunch, we'll look at it 
together. If you don’t like it, we’ll head back to San Diego.” 


Eileen read the post while they waited for lunch to be served. She shook her head in disbelief 
and told Craig what she knew he already knew but which she needed to say aloud. 


“This sub-human creature, Poeder, was visiting a friend’s home, had a fight with the friend 
over something stupid, killed the friend, raped and killed the friend’s wife, neighbors heard 
screaming and called police, police arrived to find him raping the ten year old daughter. 
California had no capital punishment at the time so he got life without the possibility of parole 
and now he gets paroled.” 


“When | first proposed this teaming arrangement of ours, Scott asked me about the people 
who don’t want capital punishment. Those people claim a life sentence without the possibility 
of parole is better. Well, what do the words ‘without the possibility of parole’ really mean? 
Prison overcrowding, wanting to reduce costs, misplaced compassion for the criminal, 
whatever the excuse, Poeder is now going to be set free.” 


Eileen reread the post. 


“The post writer claims to be the daughter -- the little girl twenty-five years ago Poeder was 
raping when the police caught him. Poeder is now about sixty years old, she wrote.” 


“So ‘without the possibility of parole’ turns into paroled, just like that. Somebody makes a 
decision and Poeder is free. | can’t accept that. Can you?” 


“This lead meets all our criteria except -- here we go again -- not likely to murder future 
innocent people. | didn’t expect so few of our leads would meet that criterion. We’ve been 
waiving that criterion. Okay, | agree with you, | can’t accept this. I'll try to track him down when 
we get to San Quentin. When was he released?” 


Eileen began to review the post again when Craig answered, “Yesterday, well within your 
goddess power.” 


Eileen ended her dream and reported succinctly, “Post verified. | memorized what he looks 
like. | read from his paperwork he was sent to a halfway house and | memorized the address. 
I'll bring it up on my phone to direct you.” 


“You sure it’s a good idea to have that address in your map app search history?” 


“You're right. I'll bring up the map of where we are but not input the address. Oh, no, I’ve done 
that before, though -- searched for addresses on prior targets. There’s so many pitfalls to 
watch out for. I'll try to find a way to delete that search history permanently, if that can be truly 
done. My mistake. Thanks for catching it.” 


“I’ve been searching on my computers at the Criminal Unjustice website all along. There’s 
probably a way the FBI can see that, too. We'll take whatever precautions we reasonably can. 
No one can be perfect.” 


“You have a good excuse. You joined that group after your parents were murdered, well 
before our team was formed.” 


“Maybe the FBI can determine how much time | spent looking at each post. Or, maybe I’m 
becoming paranoid in my old age.” 


Craig laughed at himself as he drove out of the lot where they parked, a mile shy of San 
Quentin prison. Eileen directed him across the bay and southward, into Oakland, and toa 
parking spot a half-mile short of reaching the halfway house. She moved her sight and 
hearing into the house. 


She returned and reported, “He’s there. But you don’t know what he looks like. How am | 
going to make sure you get the target without a mistake? The other targets you executed 
without knowing what they looked like were always alone when you went after them. There 
are too many other men at this halfway house. | doubt Poeder will be alone long enough for 
me to send you after him.” 


“Does he come out sometimes? run an errand? These halfway houses are supposed to help 
former inmates prepare to live on their own.” 


“Good thinking, my Greek god of righting wrongs. I'll go back in time to check on that.” 


Twenty-five minutes later, she proclaimed, “You were correct. Ten o'clock in the morning each 
day for the past three days -- | stopped checking after that -- Poeder went out for a supervised 
excursion along with three other guys and one guard. Let’s get a hotel and resume in the 
morning.” 


Eileen guessed Poeder’s excursion would begin at the open-air market where it began each 
of the previous three mornings, so they parked there by 10 a.m., six miles from the halfway 
house. She moved to the halfway house and witnessed the same four former inmates and 
one guard get in a minivan and drive away. She followed the minivan until it parked in the 
same lot where Craig parked, twenty feet away. 


Eileen ended the dream and looked at the minivan. The five occupants disembarked before 
she returned, but she returned in time to see them entering an aisle of the market in the 
present. 


“Come with me, quickly. I’m going to point out Poeder to you.” 


After a few seconds of jogging, Eileen slowed to a slightly-faster-than-typical pace and Craig 
mimicked her. They got ahead of the pack of five and Eileen quietly described Poeder’s 
clothing. Craig clandestinely spotted Poeder and memorized his appearance. 


“Target identified,” he whispered back to her as the pack of five strolled past them. “Come 
with me.” 


Craig led Eileen to an unoccupied spot out of earshot of anyone and alerted her, “While you 
were in your dream, | found an update to the post about Poeder. The woman who wrote the 
post discovered where he is being housed. She found the halfway house. She didn’t explain 
how she found it, but she gave its address in her update. Some well-intentioned person might 
screw up his future by getting to Poeder before we do. | need to strike now.” 


Eileen nodded reluctantly -- reluctant both because she expected acting in haste would 
increase the risk of getting caught and because knowing that two, well-intentioned people 


might be screwing up their futures reemerged from the crater in her mind to which she 
banished that knowledge. 


“I'll go back to the car and track Poeder. I'll call you if | see an opportunity. Our best chance 
might be if he goes to the bathroom by himself.” 


“Alright, I'll hang out in the general vicinity of the bathroom and wait for your call.” 


Craig paced without actually pacing while trying to be inconspicuous. He kept an eye 
watching for Poeder and remained within striking distance of the market’s public bathroom. 


Eileen spied on Poeder in a dream, following him closely, less than a minute in the past, 
constantly scanning everywhere and eavesdropping, hoping to anticipate when he might be 
alone. She feared Craig would be impatient, a fear accentuated each time she caught sight of 
Craig in her dream. 


Eileen witnessed Craig hurrying toward his car and ended her dream just as Craig opened the 
front-passenger-side door and got in. 


“Drive to the halfway house.” 


Eileen started the car and began to comply with Craig’s command while Craig explained, “I 
overheard the guard say it was time to get back to the house. Let’s get there first and I'll try to 
find a place where | can pick off Poeder with my rifle when they unload from the van.” 


Encouraged by this approach, Eileen drove faster than the speed limit, though not so fast as 
to overly-excite any radar speed gun she might encounter along the way. She parked around 
the corner from the halfway house. 


Craig retrieved his sniper’s rifle from the trunk and reassembled it. He hastened to the corner 
and hid behind the garden wall there. The van pulled into the driveway, roughly four-hundred 
feet away. Craig perched the rifle on the wall and aimed through its scope. He dared not fire 
more than once to minimize the risk of being spotted and described -- either his car or 
himself. 


Poeder exited the van and briefly waited while his compatriots did likewise. Craig put his aim 
point on Poeder’s skull and squeezed the trigger. He saw in his scope the target recoil. 
Squatting lower than the top of the wall until he cleared the line of sight from the van, he then 
scurried into his car. 


In her hotel room later that day, Eileen confirmed Poeder was dead and the police had no 
clues. 


Chapter 15 


It was a long drive from Oakland to San Diego the next day, especially since they had 
breakfast, lunch, and dinner on the road. They took turns driving alternating legs of the 
journey. Eileen wanted to skip dinner until they reached San Diego, but the heavy traffic in 
Los Angeles changed her mind. Therefore, it was late in the evening when they arrived home. 
Eileen was surprised when Craig then urged her to freshen up in her cottage and come to his 
house. 


Disinclined to accept the invitation, she nevertheless consented when he promised, “There’s 
something you need to see that can’t wait until tomorrow.” 


Twenty minutes later, Eileen heard, “Come in, it’s unlocked,” in response to her personalized 


door-knocking pattern. 


Craig was speaking on his phone but hung up as she walked in. His computer was open on 
the desk in front of him and Eileen presumed whatever might be on its screen would be what 
he wanted to show her. She approached. 


Part way there, she froze in place, startled by a knock at the front door. She looked 
apprehensively at Craig. He was unfazed by the interruption and asked her to answer it. That 
was when she became suspicious of his motive. She looked quizzically at Craig, who stared 
singularly at his computer screen. 


She went toward the door, but looked through the window next to the door, instead. She 
shrieked and flung the door open. Eileen leaped into Scott, throwing her arms around him and 
kissed him passionately. Scott quickly dispelled his initial sense of embarrassment over 
knowing Craig was in view. 


“As the saying goes, ‘get a room, you two,” Craig joked and relocated to anywhere-but-there 
in the house. 


Eileen ended the kiss, held the embrace, and with a coquettish grin purred to Scott, “I got that 
covered.” 


She led him to her cottage with her arms around his chest and her head on his shoulder. 


Her demonstrative, physical pleasure was both gratifying and an aphrodisiac for Scott. Scott 
and Eileen greatly enjoyed each other during the week they were together in San Diego prior 
to the inauguration of Craig’s team. However, this was different. Eileen felt it and sensed Scott 
felt it, too. Although, the impetus for the change defied her comprehension. 


For a celebratory, extravagant brunch the next morning, the threesome drove to the Hotel Del 
Coronado. They kept the conversation light, delaying any discussion related to the team until 
returning to the privacy of Craig’s house; which therefore pressured Scott to do most of the 
talking in the interim. It was obvious Scott was not entirely comfortable with that obligation to 
keep the others entertained with a stream of mostly-monologues. 


All three sat at the dining room table and Eileen began, “Which of my letters have you 
received so far?” 


“| got the one with details about Fotello, the guy in New Jersey who killed his father-in-law for 
the inheritance; although it was postmarked from New York.” 


“Yea, | can’t always write a letter and mail it from the city where an execution occurs, which 
was the way | originally planned to do it. I’ve been staying as close to that plan as | 
reasonably can, though.” 


“| got the one about Slater, the hit man relocated to Missouri in the witness protection 
program. The piece | wrote, which I'll show you in a bit, includes Fotello and Slater and the 
guy in Illinois who was executed by his victim’s brother as soon as he walked out of prison. 


“Another letter about Yallo, the guy in Las Vegas who killed his business partner, and one 
about a rapist in Phoenix, were waiting for me when | got home just before coming to San 
Diego. They will be in the next piece | write.” 


“| sent you another letter about a guy named Allen in Santa Maria and one about a guy 
named Poeder in Oakland. Those will be waiting for you the next time you get back home.” 


“Good. I'll look for those. The letters have been great, just what | need, and with nothing 
which could help identify either of you if I’m forced to turn them over to the FBI. 


“The targets you chose in the four letters | received so far will all come across to readers as 
deserving to be executed. Also, each of those four, plus the one you got scooped on, 
demonstrate failures by the criminal justice system.” 


Eileen interrupted, anticipating Scott's next words, “But only the rapist and maybe the one we 
got scooped on were likely to victimize innocent people in the future if not executed. Right?” 


“Yes, that’s what | was about to point out. Originally, we were going to right wrongs, lay bare 
failures in the system, and protect future victims. We agreed that the difference between 
justified intentions and merely exacting revenge hinged on whether executing a target would 
protect future victims. It was a question of justifying for ourselves what we are doing.” 


Eileen knew that her original stance on this issue disintegrated because her desire to execute 
those deserving to be executed came to dominate her decisions. Admitting that to herself was 
difficult enough. Admitting it to Scott was too difficult. She welcomed Craig stepping in to 
respond. 


“| don’t agree that we were not protecting future victims when we executed the murderers we 
executed. What guarantee did anyone have that a hit man in witness protection would not kill 
again? or that someone who killed to get inherited money or someone who killed to hide his 
embezzled money would not rob or kill again for money? or someone who committed insanely 
disgusting crimes and is now declared sane would not kill again?” 


No further comments on this point ensued, so Scott moved on. 


“Here is a copy for each of you of what | wrote. We'll burn them when we're done here. 
Neither of you should have a copy on your computers or phones or on paper, at least not 
before it gets published; and maybe not even then.” 


Craig inquired, “It hasn’t been published yet?” 


“No. | wanted you two to see it first -- give you a chance to correct it, edit it, see if it is what 
you had in mind. | have a magazine lined up to publish it. | told the editor what | was writing, 
in very general terms, and she is anxious to get it. Go ahead and read it.” 


Scott exited the dining room and stayed in the adjacent room until Eileen stepped into the 
doorway between rooms and beckoned. 


Eileen began before Scott reoccupied his chair, “This is perfect. | wouldn’t suggest changing a 
single word. You documented the system failings in each case yet remained neutral in your 
presentation. You reported fairly and accurately on our purpose and on our objective and on 
the three goals Craig listed when we first talked about forming a team.” 


Craig chimed in, “Yea, this is exactly what | was hoping you would do.” 
“Thank you, both of you, | appreciate the feedback. 


“I’m ready to submit it for publication. Whether the major news outlets will pick up on it and 
give the story national exposure remains to be seen. Once it is published, and especially if it 
goes national, there will be ramifications. | know we talked about that before, but | think we 
should think about it one more time before | send this piece to the editor. 


“This piece gives details about executions which occurred in more than one state, so the FBI 
will undoubtedly take the lead in the investigation and, once they verify these killings actually 
occurred as described, they will investigate this seriously. They will surely start by looking for 
why the vigilante wrote the letters to me. 


“Eileen gave me the idea | could suggest it was because of my prior published piece on 
Renee. I'll use that line, but there are probably a hundred writers who wrote pieces which 
could have caught the attention of a vigilante. The FBI will look at people connected to me. 
That’s inevitable. 


“Craig, you’re my best friend since forever. Eileen, you’re my cherished lover. Even though my 
piece gives no clue to your identities or even suggests how many of you there are, you are 
both going to be suspects because of your relationships to me. That is also inevitable. 


“Are you ready to be questioned by the FBI? Have you thought about that fully? -- what you 
will be asked and what you will say?” 


Craig glanced at Eileen. She displayed no initiative to address Scott’s questions. 
He responded, “Not yet. We will.” 
Eileen gathered that his response satisfied no one present. 


With no further elaboration forthcoming, Scott prodded, “You have not been caught nor killed, 
probably not even suspected, yet; and probably won't be suspected unless and until | send 
this piece to an editor. | will submit this piece if you both tell me that’s what you want. Are you 
each certain you want me to send it?” 


Eileen stood and meandered while in agitated contemplation before addressing her 
teammates. 


“Alternatives. What are the alternatives?” 
Scott suggested, “You can tell me not to submit what | wrote and stop the executions now.” 


“Stop now?” objected Eileen. “And do what? What would | go back to? What would | look 
forward to? | never wanted to be a mother or a housewife. Would it be adequate for me to 
look forward each day to being a security guard for thirty, forty more years? Let my power rot, 
worthless and wasted. Could you give up your chosen lifestyle now, Scott? No. Nor could I.” 


“May | remind you about the discussion we had before? You could help law enforcement 
solve crimes.” 


“The system would prevent the criminals being convicted because what | would learn with my 
power and whatever evidence would be discovered from what | learn with my power would all 
be inadmissible in court.” 


“You can help the authorities find missing persons, missing children.” 
“And if | do, would | get treated like something which fell to Earth in Area 51? 


“Or | could continue helping to permanently eliminate the scum of the earth; those who 
commit the crimes; including those who kidnap, torture, and murder children.” 


“Yes, you can, until you get caught.” 
Several tense seconds later, Scott proffered another alternative. 
“You two can continue righting wrongs, but keep a low profile. Try to continue to avoid 


becoming suspects.” 


Craig deduced in subdued speech, “If you do not submit what you wrote for fear of us 
becoming suspects, that would mean giving up on the purpose. We can’t inspire 
improvements in our criminal justice system if no one knows what we are doing and why.” 


“You already gave up on our justification of protecting future victims.” 
Eileen corrected Scott. 


“We didn’t give up on that. We decided that criterion is not required, but we still prefer targets 
who are more likely to victimize innocent people in the future if we don’t stop them, like the 
serial rapist we executed.” 


Craig went off on what initially seemed to be a digression. 


“There was a political cartoon | saw many years ago which had a major impact on my 
thinking, maybe even influenced me to join the Marines. The cartoon showed a kitchen sink 
overflowing with the faucet still running. Two people were working with mops and buckets to 
remove the rising water from the kitchen floor. The caption read, ‘First, turn off the faucet.’ 


“We can go on righting wrongs until we’re stopped: either caught or dead. But if we fail to get 
improvements in our criminal justice system, there will be ever-rising numbers of wrongs 
needing to be righted, no matter how many we right before we’re stopped. If you don’t tell our 
story, who will turn off the faucet?” 


Craig turned to Eileen, saying, “I’m not asking you to continue with me. Scott is correct. It’s 
going to get ugly once he submits his story. | will never blame you for stopping now and I'll 
always be grateful for what you’ve already done to help me.” 


Two pair of staring eyes arrested Eileen’s meandering. She sat down and in a forced-serenely 
manner which belied her turbulent thoughts, tried to tame her emotions in real time. 


“How will you identify future targets when, as happened often before, there are no current 
photos -- or any photos -- available online? Will you communicate directly with people writing 
posts on the group website? or talk to reporters covering their stories? or talk to prison 
wardens? You'd get caught in no time if you do things like that. 


“How will you find the target even if you do have a current photo? and know when the target is 
alone? know whether neighbors are around who might see you and identify you? know where 
to find a target’s gun? 


“This purpose was a long shot from the outset, at best. Okay, sure, so we’re Don Quixote and 
Sancho Panza idealistically fighting a windmill.” 


She turned to Scott and continued, “That's how you see it and, honestly, | Know it’s almost 
certainly true. 


“Craig, in your heart of hearts, you’ve always known it, too. But you wanted to pursue it 
because it is a noble purpose and | wanted to help you pursue it.” 


She stopped but her demeanor successfully conveyed she was not yet finished. 
She finally added, “I want to continue to help you pursue it.” 


Craig spoke softly, “A commanding officer | admired -- still do -- told me, ‘Face danger for a 
noble cause and you're a hero. Face danger without a noble cause and you’re just a fool.” 


Scott kidded, “I understand that and | like the wording. | may have to plagiarize it some day.” 


Shared, light laughter lifted the heavy air enveloping the table. The air crashed back down 
when Scott then countered with his own quote. 


“Idealism without pragmatism generates visions, but not solutions. Once you become 
suspects, you will be under constant surveillance. If you try to continue after that, you will 
surely be caught and quickly.” 


Eileen stood and recommenced meandering. A full minute passed in silence with the men 
awaiting her next utterance. When she spoke, she addressed Craig. 


“Have we done enough for Scott to write about? He’s correct, | believe, we will have to stop 
soon after he publishes. | didn’t think of that. If not now, will we ever believe we have done 
enough to stop and have Scott publish? Should we continue until we are stopped, either by 
being caught or killed, and then Scott would publish everything we did? 


“He can rewrite the piece he showed us today using only the information printed in local 
newspapers for now, since he promised something to that editor, and he can tell the editor 
there will be much more to come. 


“If we agree to delay Scott publishing anything which would put us under suspicion, | will 
continue to work with you, righting wrongs, until we are stopped or until you decide we should 
stop so Scott can publish what we’ve done.” 


The weight fell on Craig’s broad shoulders. 


With a tenor of reluctance, he declared, “Let’s agree, then, to the delay; but | can’t accept sole 
responsibility for deciding when we both stop. | can’t accept that responsibility for you, only for 
myself. | am not ready to stop yet. You will need to decide for yourself when you are.” 


Turning to Scott, Eileen asked, “Are you still willing to receive letters from me about what we 
accomplish, like before?” 


“Yes. And before you ask, | also agree to write and submit for publication pieces fully 
explaining your purpose, objective, and goals, and containing details which only the vigilantes 
could have provided, in order to prove you were the sources. | will do that once you stop, 
whenever and however you stop, not before. You have my word on all that.” 


Scott’s words pleased Eileen, although she heard irritation lurking in the voice which spoke 
them. 


Craig plastered on a weak smile, stood, and excused himself, explaining he had things to 
attend to. Eileen and Scott took his cue and let themselves out of his house. The couple 
walked slowly, three feet apart, toward her cottage. 


“Where are you going next?” she inquired softly. 
“Southern France.” 
“Do you speak French?” 


“Won't need to. Alot of people there speak English well enough or better. Do you speak 
French?” 


“No, just Spanish, I’m sorry to say. How long will you be there?” 
“It’s open-ended. | haven't finalized my travel plans yet. At least five days, | expect.” 
“And after that?” 


“I’ve got a couple of leads in abeyance. Too soon to tell.” 


Their conversation resembled that of two shy people on a first date. She unlocked the door of 
the cottage and stepped inside. Scott hesitated, then stepped in but left the door open behind 
him. Eileen turned to face him upon realizing he did not follow her beyond the front door. A 
sofa and coffee table occupied the cold space between them. 


She thought she wished to bridge the chasm physically, but did not move. 


She thought she wished to bridge the chasm verbally, but asked, instead, “When will you be 
leaving San Diego?” 


There was a pause and then Scott changed the subject. 


“Is France one of the places you could have wanted to visit with me -- if you had been willing 
to pursue a noble but law-abiding purpose while being with me?” 


She saw both pain and anger in his face. What she saw annoyed her. 
She answered simply, “Perhaps.” 


“Did you really mean it when you told Craig he could decide when you stop? You wanted to 
give him permission to decide your future?” 


“| did not lie.” 

Her face displayed no emotion during the subsequent seconds they gazed at each other. 
“| think | should go see my parents now. | haven’t seen them since yesterday.” 

“Will you be coming back here later tonight?” 

“Do you want me to?” 


“| wouldn’t want to make your wonderful parents jealous by keeping you all to myself. That 
wouldn't be fair.” 


Eileen heard her own voice speak those words but someone else seemed to dictate the 
words spoken. Nevertheless, she did not mollify her words after they escaped. 


Scott turned to leave, paused, and said, “Tomorrow.” 

“What about tomorrow?” she inquired. 

“You asked me when | will be leaving San Diego. | hadn’t answered your question.” 
Eileen confirmed, “Tomorrow.” 


